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Farewell   Song 

The  time  has  come,  dear  Technical 

The  time  when  we  must  part, 
The  happy  years  we've  lingered  here 

Have  won  for  you  our  hearts. 
The  way  sometimes  grew  weary, 

Our   hearts   were  often   sad, 
But  the  way  could  ne'er  be  dreary 

In  our  dear  Technical. 


This  class  of  twenty-two, 
We  say  farewell  to  you  today, 

This  class  of  twenty-two. 
We'll  be  good  friends  through   all   the  years, 

Dear  Technical  to  you! 

To  win  our  share  of  fame. 
We'll  not  forget  you,  Technical, 

Nor  bring  disgrace  to  your  name. 

Chorus 
So  give  three  cheers  for  Technical, 

The  best  school  in  the  land. 
She  opens  the  way  to  our  future, 

With  strong  and  friendly  hand, 
We'll  sing  her  praises  near  and  far, 

And  though  we  say  farewell, 
She  will  be  our  guiding  star, 

The  school  we  love  so  well. 

Mildred  Goens 
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The  year  was  1918;  the  month,  January; 
the  day,  the  thirtieth;  the  weather  was  icy 
cold  and  the  ground  was  covered  with  snow. 
With  this  as  a  setting,  we,  the  January  '22 
class,  made  our  first  appearance  at  Tech. 

Little  did  the  upper-classmen,  the  sopho- 
mores, and  the  faculty,  realize  that  we  little 
tads  dressed  in  knickerbockers  or  short  skirts, 
as  the  case  might  be,  were  destined  to  become 
the  most  illustrious  and  best  class  which,  up  to 
that  time,  would  have  been  graduated  from 
Tech.  (For  reference,  see  Miss  Pearson  or 
Miss  Stone.) 

With  wide  awake  eyes  and  mouths  open  with 
wonder,  we  wandered  about  the  campus,  won- 
dering why  the  Barn  was  so  called  when  no 
horses  could  be  seen  in  it;  or,  if  the  Arsenal 
had  guns,  why  were  they  hidden  from  sight; 
and  again,  if  the  Barracks  was  a  place  where 
soldiers  could  live,  why  didn't  they  live  there, 
as  long  as  cooks  occupied  the  lower  floor  and 
basement,. 

Because  of  previous  hints  as  to  the  tricks  of 
upper-classmen,  we  passed  said  dignitaries  by 
without  a  glance.  We  didn't  attempt  to  slap 
the  janitor  on  the  back,  in  a  friendly  way;  nor 
did  we  disregard  any  rules  of  the  school.  We 
gazed  with  awe  at  the  faculty  and  tried  our 
best  to  please  them  by  having  well  prepared 
lessons.  We  were,  indeed,  a  very  wise  class,  so 
no  wonder  our  outlook  was  so  bright. 

By  the  middle  of  the  year  this  energetic  class 
began  to  wake  up  to  the  fact  that  there  were 
organizations  in  school  and  soon  their  names 
were  found  on  the  membership  list  of  many  of 
these.  Not  only  were  they  "among  those  pre- 
sent" but  they  held  many  prominent  positions. 

In  the  year  1917,  Al  Screes  played  left  field 
on  the  baseball  team  that  won  the  State 
Championship.  Al,  if  you  notice,  has  been 
with  Tech  for  many  years. 

In  1918,  19,  and  20,  Charles  Baden  played 
baseball.  Little  did  he  realize,  back  in  1918, 
that,  in  future  years,  he  would  become  a  two 
letter  man  and  a  football  star. 

Edwin  Aspinal  also  played  basketball  in 
1918,  19,  and  20. 

In  the  year  1919,  while  walking  along  the 
campus,  we  heard  a  melodious  voice  which  was 
filling  the  air  with  sweetness,  and  upon  looking 
around  saw  Kenneth  Thorne  with  a  look  of  all 
sweet  accord  upon  his  face.  Kenneth  also 
claims  he  was  Head  Janitor  in  1917.  If  he  can 
prove  this  point,  we  shall  expect  him  to  fill  the 
same  position  in  the  coming  years. 


Forry  Neal,  also  a  noted  songster,  has  been 
a  member  of  the  noted  Tech  Quartette  of  1921. 

Lester  Nicewander  played  basketball  on  the 
City  League  which  won  the  championship  in 
1919;  then  too,  he  was  on  the  second  team  in 
1920. 

In  September,  1919,  the  Government  accept- 
ed our  Cadet  Corps  as  an  R.  O.  T.  C.  unit. 
Much  enthusiasm  was  shown. 

October  of  that  same  year,  the  old  Sugar 
Maple  which  had  cast  its  shadows  over  the 
Barn  ever  since  that  building  was  erected, 
decided  it  was  tired  of  living,  so,  fell  to  its 
death. 

In  December,  1919,  the  new  Armory  was 
completed.  For  the  first  time  the  R.  O.  T.  C. 
felt  as  if  it  were  an  army  for  now  it  could  have 
regular  equipment. 

John  Conly —  Whoa!  get  the  skid  chains! — 
decided  that  he  was  an  "all  around  man"  and 
could  take  a  try  at  anything.  So,  he  played 
baseball  in  1920,  basketball  in  1920-21,  and 
football  in  1920. 

As  a  result  of  these  strenuous  efforts  he  be- 
came a  two  letter  man.  Not  satisfied  with  this, 
however,  he  became  assistant  yell  leader  dur- 
ing the  football  season  of  1921,  and  ably  filled 
the  president's  chair  of  this  class. 

Tech  experienced  its  first  sectional  basket- 
ball victory  in  March  of  1920.  No  one  will 
forget  the  game  with  Ben  Davis  when  Drayer 
saved  the  day.  This  was  surely  Tech's  winning 
year  for,  in  the  same  month  the  Music  Memory 
contest  banner  was  won.  Our  class  was  repre- 
sented in  this  by  Beatrice  Hardy  and  Mildred 
Goens. 

The  girls  wanted  to  do  their  share  in  athle- 
tics, so,  on  March  18th,  they  played  their 
monogram  basketball  game.  Maxine  Tillford, 
Edith  Ambuhl,  Marion  Garrison  won  mono- 
grams. 

Will  we  ever  forget  the  beautiful  and  in- 
structive Pageant  which  was  staged  on  our 
natural  platform  out-of-doors,  in  May,  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  S hover?  So  many  of  the 
members  of  this  class  participated,  that  time 
and  space  will  not  permit  the  mentioning  of 
their  names. 

On  June  7,  1920,  with  much  pomp  and  cere- 
mony, the  cornerstone  for  Tech's  first  new 
building  was  laid.  Several  years  from  now 
when  our  spirits  come  back  to  haunt  Tech's 
campus,  no  doubt  they  will  try  to  be  on  hand 
when  this  building  is  torn  down,  so  that  they 
can  peer  into  the  cornerstone  box  and  see  if 
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their  names  are  really  visible  on  that  parchment 
paper,  and  they'll  gaze  at  the  faculty  picture 
which  seemed  so  impressive  at  the  time  it  first 
appeared  on  the  campus. 

This  same  spring  work  was  begun  on  the 
new  Shop  Building,  but  evidently,  Mr.  Stuart 
thought  there  had  been  enough  celebrations 
for  no  ceremony  was  held. 

During  the  summer  vacation  of  1920,  a 
summer  training  camp  was  held  at  Camp 
Custer,  Michigan.  Frederick  Sammis,  Morri- 
son Davis,  Dudley  Kemper,  Dean  Brossman 
and  Roscoe  Finkbiner  were  among  those  fel- 
lows who  enjoyed  the  experience  of  real  camp 
life. 

When  we  returned  to  school  in  the  fall  of 
1920,  football  was  again  established  in  the 
High  Schools  after  an  absence  of  twelve  years. 
Archie  Erehart  was  our  first  coach,  and  the 
members  of  this  class  who  played  were,  Al 
Screes,  Lester  Nicewander,  Lewis  Wilson, 
John  Conley,  Robert  Woolgar,  Charles  Baden, 
Edwin  Aspinal,  George  Mulholland,  Arthur 
Mehan,  and  Dean  Brosman.  And  again  the 
honors  decided  in  favor  of  Tech  for  the  City 
Football  Championship  was  won  at  Irwin  field, 
on  November  24,  Tech  defeating  Shortridge, 
7-3.  There  was  a  large  parade  the  next  day. 
Mr.  E.  U.  Graff,  Superintendent  of  Schools, 
presented  the  cup. 

December  tenth,  Pinafore  was  given  by  the 
Opera  Club  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Percival. 
Morrison  Davis  made  a  most  pompous  lord. 
The  chorus  was  improved  by  the  melodious 
voices  of  Irwin  Egan,  Kenneth  Thorne, 
Francis  Brockway,  Elizabeth  Everet,  Glen 
Spinning  and  Margaret  Haslett. 

Of  course  many  of  our  Jenny  Linds  and  our 
John  McCormicks  have  been  members  of  the 
Choral  Society.  If  we  had  time,  space,  and 
originality,  we  would  sing  their  names  and 
praises  in  rhyme,  but  such  is  not  the  case,  not 
even  have  we  time  to  rave  about  that  noble 
Attorney  General  of  this  Society; — who? 
Bob  Drake! 

The  Girls'  Glee  Club  v/as  organized  January 
thirty-first,  1921.  A  great  number  of  the  girls 
in  this  class  have  been  members. 

March  1921,  Tech  again  won  the  sectional  bas- 
ketball tournament.  Of  course  our  hefty 
back  guard  played — John  Conley. 

The  next  few  months  in  the  semester  were 
spent  with  class  duties  and  election  of  officers. 
John* Conley  was  elected  president;  Mary  Sue 
Williams,  vice  president;  Mable  Gorman, 
secretary;  Lester  Nicewander,  treasurer;  Mor- 
rison Davis,  sergeant-at-arms. 
To  be   appointed  on   the   Cannon   Staff  is 


quite  an  honor,  because  one  must  be  willing  to 
give  his  time  and  energy  unstintingly,  so  that 
our  Cannon  may  uphold  its  standing.  The 
following  members  of  this  class  have  served  at 
some  time  upon  the  staff.  The  business  mana- 
ger of  our  class  magazine  has  been  Harvey 
Petty,  and  the  editor,  Donald  John.  Mabel 
Gorman  and  Mildred  Tuttle  have  also  been  on 
the  staff.  We  must  not  forget  to  give  credit  to 
George  Patton  and  Russel  Stewart  for  the 
snappy  headings  in  our  Cannon  magazine 
number. 

The  second  Music  Memory  contest  took 
place  May  5,  1921.  Thirty  contestants  took 
part,  ten  from  each  high  school.  Our  class  was 
represented  by  Beatrice  Hardy  and  Mildred 
Goens.  The  results,  however,  did  not  prove  so 
satisfactory  for  Tech. 

During  the  summer  vacation  of  1921  a  second 
summer  training  camp  was  held  at  Camp  Knox, 
Kentucky.  Some  of  the  boys  that  attended 
from  our  class  were,  Joe  Potts,  Glen  Spinning 
and  Samuel  Muir.  A  great  many  of  the  boys 
who  attended  these  summer  camps  were  select- 
ed as  officers  in  the  R.  O.  T.  C,  consequently, 
weighing  down  their  shoulders  with  buttons, 
and  keeping  the  foundry  working  overtime. 
Some  of  these  said  characters  were,  Major, 
John  Conley;  Capt.  Regimental  Adjts.  Donald 
John  and  Alex  Taggart;  Captains,  Frederick 
Sammis,  Robert  Drake,  Mark  Griffin,  Dean 
Brosman  and  Edward  Allred;  First  Lieuten- 
ants, Joe  Potts,  Kenneth  Thorne,  Perry  Becker. 
When  we  returned  in  the  fall  of  twenty-one, 
we  felt  proud  of  ourselves  because  we  were 
coming  on  the  home  stretch,  as  Seniors.  Our 
new  building  with  which  we  were  more  than. 
satisfied,  had  been  completed.  We  moved  into 
new  roll  rooms,  numbers  139  and  173.  We  were 
glad  to  be  in  the  new  building,  but  were  sorry 
to  leave  good  old  65  behind.  We  were  also 
surprised  to  see  the  new  athletic  field  complet- 
ed, a  requisite  which  Tech  needed  badly.  Our 
first  football  game  of  the  season  upon  our  new 
field  was  with  Greenfield,  with  a  score  in  our 
favor,  19-0. 

At  our  class  meeting  in  October  the  following 
members  were  elected:  Prophets,  Warren 
Fawcett  and  Eleanor  McCullom;  Will  Maker, 
Robert  Drake;  Historian,  Gowdy  Sunderland. 
The  Poet  and  Song  Writer  who  were  chosen 
by  competition  were  Glador  Hatch  and 
Mildred    Goens,    respectively. 

The  old  custom  of  having  Arbor  Day  exer- 
cises was  carried  out  on  November  twenty- 
second;  but  since  that  day  could  not  be  ob- 
served in  the  spring,  in  accordance  with  the 
National    holiday,    we   adopted    a    new   name 
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called  Campus  Day.  The  acrobatic  feature 
of  the  occasion  was  furnished  by  Donald  John 
who  very  gracefully  pleased  the  onlookers  by 
hanging  from  the  bleachers  with  one  foot. 

Of  course,  we  all  are  not  Stewart  Walkers  or 
Helen  Hayes's,  but  just  the  same  we,  who  had 
confidence  that  the  judges  would  not  eat  us, 
tried  out  for  the  Senior  play.  The  results  of 
the  tryouts  for  "The  Rejuvenation  of  Aunt 
Mary"  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Fogg  were 
as  follows: 

Aunt  Mary Eleanor  McCullom 

Jack Robert  Drake 

Burnett Irwin  Egan 

Mitchell Morrison  Davis 

Clover Warren  Fawcett 

Betty Josephine  Healy 

Girl  from  Kalamazoo Margaret  Hazlett 

Stebbins Gowdy  Sunderland 

Joshua Warren  Darnell 

James Kenneth  Thorne 

Miss  Daisy Beatrice  Hardy 

Lucinda Miriam  Garrison 

Eva Mary  Hart 

Messenger  Boy Kenneth  Hittle 

Second  Butler Harold  Faulkner 

Trunk  Man Marian  Butler 

Business  Manager Edwin  Aspinal 

Ass't  Business  Mgr John  Torline 

At  some  time  during  this  semester  we  have 
passed  room  109,  from  whence  we  have  heard 
many  warblings  and  rhythmical  footsteps. 
These  noises  foretold  the  coming  of  the  georg- 
ous,  spectacular  opera,  the  "Maid  and  the 
Middy,"  with  an  all  star  cast  of  sixty  people, 
under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Percival.  This 
comic  opera  was  given  at  the  Murat  theatre, 
December  first. 

The  year  is  1922;  the  month,  January;  the 
day,  the  twenty- fif th ;  the  weather  is  icy  cold 
and  the  ground  is  covered  with  snow.  with 
this  as  a  setting,  we  leave  good  old  Tech  be- 
hind,— Tech,  where  four  happy  years  have 
been  spent. 

Gowdy  Sunderland, 

Historian 

Hast  Will  anb  Testament 

In  behalf  of  the  members  of  the  honorable 
class  of  January,  1922,  of  Arsenal  Technical 
High  School,  I  submit  this  manuscript  as  a 
last  will  and  testament.  All  of  us  trust  and 
hope  that  the  fulfillment  of  this  legacy  will 
mean  still  higher  ideals, —  those  of  Greater 
Tech.  We,  the  pupils  of  this  class,  hereby 
bequeath,  to  the  dignified  heirs  of  room  139 
and  173,  the  duties  and  responsibility  of  Senior 


life.  We  leave  them  all  claim  to  Miss  Pearson 
and  Miss  Stone  as  guiding  stars  in  their  new 
careers.  To  the  Freshmen  and  Sopho 
mores  we  give  our  dignity  and  wisdom — this 
dedicated  to  our  hopes  for  future  Tech. 

As  individuals,  we  would  remember  certain 
of  our  worthy  successors — hence,  our  personal 
gifts.  May  they  be  appreciated  and  long 
cherished* 

Mildred  Hasely  wishes  that  her  shell-rimmed 
glasses  be  given  to  Culasa  Kinneman.  Fred- 
erick Ballweg  has  fallen  heir  to  Raymond 
Robinson's  ability  to  draw  cartoons  in  the 
back  of  his  school  books.  Leon  Monroe  turns 
over  to  James  Bell  his  slowness  in  getting  ready 
for  a  date. 

Helen  Luedeman  wills  her  ability  of  dobbing 
paint  to  Thelma  Binninger.  George  Curran 
will  fall  heir  to  Shelby  Minter's  art  of  being  a 
three-legged  racer,  and  we  hope  that  this 
great  art  will  be  used  at  the  next  Senior  picnic. 

Russel  Buley,  Richard  Corya  and  Raymond 
Ridge  will  their  stubborn  hair  to  Herbert 
Garrison,  Joe  Geiger  and  Charles  Murphy. 
We  hope  that  these  boys  will  have  better  luck 
in  training  it. 

Warren  Fawcett  wills  his  red  marcelled 
hair  to  Frank  Wilson.  Edith  Ambuhl,  Mary 
Susan  Williams  and  Miriam  Garrison  give  their 
places  in  the  hall  at  roll  call  time  to  any  three 
girls  who  are  first  to  seize  them. 

Frances  Brockway,  the  peroxide  blond, 
bequeaths  her  hair  to  Pauline  Sellers.  We 
hope  that  she  has  many  compliments.  Charles 
Baden's  ability  for  making  bright  remarks 
is  left  to  Francis  Sommer. 

Doris  Hiner  falls  heir  to  June  Bley's  talented 
voice.  John  Conley  wills  his  great  political 
mind  to  Bob  Nipper.  Helen  Stevens  hands 
down  her  vanity  case  to  Helen  Lauter.  Jane 
Duddy  wills  her  exclusive  ideas  of  dancing  to 
Elsie  Milner. 

Irwin  Egan  leaves  his  power  as  a  simple- 
minded  creature  to  Sherwood  Blue.  Josephine 
Rogers  falls  heir  to  Dorothy  Ferree's  method 
of  making  up  excuses  for  absences.  Anna 
Fisher  wills  her  vamping  books  to  Jeanette 
Maney.  Eleanor  McCullum  donates  her 
Mary  Pickford  curls,  to  be  worn  by  Dorothy 
Griggs. 

Rose  Hendricks,  Lillian  Jolley,  Niva  Layne, 
Mona  Peggs  and  Elizabeth  Russel  will  their 
quietness  to  loud  talkers  of  the  June  class. 
Dick  Mills  will  receive  Curtis  Jordan's  worn 
out  tennis  shoes  and  racket.  Hurrah,  then 
f  or  he  tenns  season  and  his  honors! 

To     Earl     Springer   we    hereby     bequeath 
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Noble  Boston's  slick  hair  and  his  good-looking 
eyebrows,  (we  hope  they  will  then  become 
non- removables !) . 

Dorothy  Julian  wishes  her  place  in  the  Girls' 
Glee  Club  to  be  given  to  Hazel  Green.  Esther 
McClintock's  suffrage  career  will  be  handed 
down  to  Margaret  Stettler.  Robert  Crawford's 
nerve  will  go  to  Joe  York.  Morrison  Davis 
wills  his  opera  career  to  John  Yancey.  We  all 
hope  that  Le  Page's  glue  will  be  improved  by 
that  time.    Whiskers  are  so  much  at  a  premium ! 

Frances  Garthwait  and  Peggy  Keene  turn 
over  their  giggles  and  squeaking  voices  to 
Catherine  and  Elizabeth  Moore.  Gowdy 
Sunderland's  great  speaking  ability  will  be 
given  to  John  Spratley. 

Kenneth  Thorne  and  Forry  Neal  vote  in 
favor  of  James  Hatton  and  Harold  Zimmer- 
man as  substitutes  in  their  quartette.  May 
they  inherit  Campus  Day  dignity  as  well  as 
"Bumble    Bee"    art. 

Edwin  Aspinal's  job  as  ticket  seller  in  the 
roll  room  will  be  left  to  anyone  who  is  the  first 
to  apply  for  it.  Frank  Alexander  and  Ed 
Allored  wish  that  their  habit  of  reading  the 
morning  paper  as  announcements  are  being 
read,  be  awarded  to  Herbert  Garrison  and 
Robert  Gray. 

Elizabeth  Burgess  bequeaths  her  trunk  full 
of  hats  to  Marian  Fischer.  Josephine  Fife 
requests  that  her  purple  umbrella  be  willed  to 
Martha  Flowers. 

Helen  Libking,  Bertha  Eilering  and  Hazel 
Ahl,  known  better  as  "The  Puffed  Hair 
Bunch,"  wish  to  leave  their  art  for  the  revolv- 
ing wheel  of  fad.  Iris  Hopper  has  fallen  heir  to 
Dorothy  Dinsmore's  dignity.  Harry  Ice  has 
been  chosen  as  Arthur  Meehan's  successor  in 
rare  expression    powers. 

Last  ol  ali,  I,  the  Will  Maker,  leave  to  the 
one  who  follows, this  willing  pen! 

The  class  wishes  that  Mr.  Stuart  be  the  ex- 
ecutor of  this,  its  last  will  and  testament. 

I  hereby  subscribe  my  name  and  affix  the 
seal  of  the  elass,  upon  the  23  day  of  January, 
1922. 

Signed,  Robert  Drake 

Success  lies  beyond  the  double  swing  doors, 

The  lobby  is  always  full; 
Some  get  through  by  the  door  marked  "Push" 

And  some  by  the  door  marked  "Pull." 
ooooo 

A  Short  Sermon 

I  herewith  discourse  on 

The  subject  of  sorrow: 
The  troubles  that  kill  are 
the  trouble  we  borrow. 


^ropftecjx^f  Sfanuarp  Seniors; 

We,  the  undersigned,  having  been  duly  or- 
dained Prophets  of  this  class  and  ordered  to 
determine  into  what  paths  the  wandering  foot- 
steps of  our  classmates  shall  turn,  do  hereby 
declare  that  the  Future  has  decreed  it  to  be 
thus. 

Our  dignified  and  illustrious  president, 
John  Conley,  is  doomed  to  use  his  vocal  chords 
in  telling  the  traveling  public  on  what  tracks 
the  trains  for  Muncie  and  Terre  Haute  can  be 
found.  Mary  Susan  Williams  will  be  close  by, 
selling  candy  and  chewing  gum  to  all  who 
wish  to  chew.  It  is  also  decreed  that  Albert 
Screese  shall  be  her  leading  chewer. 

Lester  Nicewander,  our  able  treasurer,  shall 
be  a  street  car  conductor,  and  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  he  will  ring  up  several  fares  out  of 
every  several  that  he  takes  in. 

Mabel  Gorman,  Dean  Brosman  and  Hazel 
Ahl,  bright  lights  among  us,  will  write  a  book 
called:  "The  Evils  of  Teaching  American 
Government  in  High  School." 

Gowdy  Sunderland  and  Joe  Potts  will  present 
the  world  with  a  revised  edition  of  "Robert's 
Rules  of  Order." 

Kenneth  Thorne,  Marion  Butler  and  William 
Drake  will  join  the  ranks  of  the  anarchists  and 
as  soon  as  their  hair  has  grown  long  enough 
will  be  seen  addressing  large  crowds  on,  "Down 
with  Everything." 

Frank  Alexander  and  Bob  Drake  will  set  out 
as  missionaries  to  Timbucktoo,  but  will  fail 
in  their  purpose  and  will  join  the  tribe  of  Koo 
Koo  Wac,  as  chief  bone-scrapers. 

After  a  close  race  with  Warren  Darnell, 
Robert  Crawford  will  be  elected  constable,  at 
Wishwash,  Nebraska,  on  the  Farm  Labor 
Ticket,  and  with  his  deputy,  Lewis  Wilson,  wis 
run  down  a  desperate  gang  of  Ford  thievell 
headed  by  Dudley  Kemper. 

Leonora  Davis  and  Mary  Brown,  our  il- 
lustrious pupils,  will  lead  an  expedition  to  the 
Old  World  to  unearth  forgotten  manuscripts. 

Edith  Ambuhl,  who  will  leave  Tech  to  be  a 
gym  teacher,  will  give  up  her  career  to  be 
Secretary  of  the  Ash  Carrier's  Union,  which  is 
headed  by  Fred  Lantif. 

Noble  Boston,  Paul  Schaaf  and  Russell 
Stewart  will  achieve  fame  by  selling  their  well 
known  hair  preparation — "Slicko — It  works 
over  night!" 

Mary  Hart,  Helen  Stevens,  Ruth  Reedy,  and 
Madge  Turner  will  become  quite  prominent  on 
the  stage,  and  will  be  starred  frequently  in 
snappy  shows. 

Sam  Muir  and  Robert  Dye  will  start  a 
society    for    "Aged     and     Disabled    Theater 
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Ushers." 

Beatrice  Hardy  and  Geraldine  Duncan  will 
carry  on  a  campaign  for  Women's  Suffrage 
in  the  Fiji  Islands,  and  Beatrice  will  be  elected 
queen  of  the  head  hunters. 

Alice  Logston  and  Florence  Terrell,  after 
settling  down,  will  lend  their  services  in  the 
afternoons  and  evenings  by  reading  to  the  in- 
mates of  the  "Home  for  Aged  R.  0.  T.  C. 
members." 

George  Mulholland  will  become  an  expert 
trunk  slinger,  after  having  labored  in  vain  for 
the  heavyweight  crown. 

Thelma  Sawyer  and  Elizabeth  Sacre  will 
enter  circus  life,  the  former  succeeding  admira- 
bly as  the  "Fat  Lady"  and  the  latter  as  the 
"Tall  Thin  Lady." 

Perry  Becker,  the  electricity  fiend,  will  have 
the  notable  position  of  turning  on  the  "juice" 
in  the  electric  chair  at  Sing  Sing. 

Kenneth  Hittle,  George  McAllister  and 
George  Paton  will  be  employed  to  train  and 
feed  the  gold  fish  at  Garfield  Park. 

Mildred  Tuttle  and  Florence  Joyce  will  leave 
America  to  study  plant  life  around  the  North 
Pole,  but  will  spend  most  of  their  time  looking 
for  it. 

Donald  John  will  write  a  book  called  '  'Speed- 
ing— Its  Effect  on  the  Pocket  Book. "  Harvey 
Petty  will  be  the  chief  agent  for  this  weighty 
edition. 

Maxine  Tillford  and  Clarence  Goens  will  re- 
main at  Tech,  the  former  as  a  dancing  teacher 
and  the  latter  as  Musical  Director. 

Francis  Binninger,  Clarence  Cassady  and 
Randall  White  will  leave  America  to  study  the 
natives  in  the  South  Sea  Islands  but,  sad  to 
relate,  will  never  wish  to  return  home    again. 

Esther  Winkler  will  spend  her  entire  life 
studying  to  be  a  second  Pavlowa. 

Donald  Lovelace  and  Oran  Osban,  after 
many  years  of  hard  study,  will  at  last  discover 
a  way  to  communicate  with  Mars. 

Josephine  Healy  and  Blanche  Roth  will 
start  a  Beauty  Parlor  on  Fifth  Avenue,  New 
York  City,  and  will  specialize  on  removable 
eyebrows. 

Ferdinand  Mehrlick,  the  noted  botanist, 
will  spend  many  years  looking  for  a  six  leafed 
clover,  but  will  depart  this  world  unrewarded 
for  his  efforts. 

Frank  Coyle,  Glen  Spinning,  and  Edgar 
Kickler  will  enter  vaudeville  as  "A  Black 
Faced  Trio"  and  will  have  a  three  night's 
run  at  Muncie,  Indiana. 

Ruby  Wise  and  Marcella  Neff,  due  to  their 
excellent  knowledge  of  American  Government, 
will  become  city  judges,  and  Margaret  Murray 


and  Eloise  Luzader  will  become  efficient  police- 
women. 

Roscoe  Finkbeiner  will  create  a  character 
in  the  funny  papers  similar  to  Boob  McNutt 
and  will  use  Harold  Justus  as  his  chief  model. 

Our  prophetic  power  is  at  an  end  and  we  bid 
you  all  a  long  farewell.  Just  one  caution  for 
your  future, — smile  and  be  merry,  when  you 
think  of  this  prophecy  of  '22. 

Warren  Fawcett 
Eleanore  McCullum 
ooooo 

Little  Benny's  Notebook 

Gee,  it  must  be  grate  to  be  a  Senior.  Special- 
ly a  January  one.  Me  and  Puds  nows  all 
bout  January  Seniors,  cause  one  day  on  our 
way  from  schule  we  saw  lots  of  people  wat 
corned  from  Tech  which  wus  wering  little 
yellow  and  purpul  bows. 

Puds  sed,  What  you  s'ppose  they're  wering 
them  for.  And  I  says,  I  don't  know.  Let's 
ask  the  next  one  wat  comes  along.    And  we  did. 

He  was  rel  tall  'n'  he  wore  a  unaform  wat 
made  him  luk  like  a  general.  Me  and  Puds 
sed,  Say,  mister,  watcha  wering  that  ribbon 
for?  And  he  turned,  saying,  why,  'cause  I'm 
a  January  Senior  at  Tech.  Meening  he  got 
out  of  Tech  this  month. 

So  me  'n'  Puds  began  watching  for  people 
with  bows  on  and  we  found  out  that  John 
Conley  was  the  president. 

•  They  must  be  lots  of  good  looking  girls  in 
the  senior  class  cause  most  all  of  'em  we've 
seen  wat  wore  the  bow  are  purty. 

Senors  have  parties  'n'  picnics  'n'  everything 
cause  me  and  Puds  hurd  sum  of  'em  tawking. 

They  is  somebuddy  they  calls  the  Wilier  and 
the  Prophet  wat  seems  to  be  a  red-headed  boy, 
the  Poet,  the  songster,  meaning  the  one  that 
writes  the  class  song  and  the  historian  wat 
writes  wat  has  went  before. 

'N'  the  senors  get  to  have  a  play  at  the 
Murat  wich  me  'n'  Puds  saw  and  it  was  grate. 
They  say  senors  is  very  dignified  but  enyways 
I  bet  they  have  fun. 

The  Jan'ary  senors  get  wat  they  calls  a 
Class  Day  at  nite  wich  sounds  funny  but  wat 
must  be  all  rite  or  they  woulden't  do  it. 

Pop  sed  he'd  ruther  graduate  in  June  but  I 
don't  know,  I  kinda  like  Jan'ary.  It  must  be 
grate! 

Wushed  I  was  a  senor! 


ooooo 


H.  J.   S. 


If   no   one    made    mistakes,    there   wouldn't 
be   rubbers  on  lead  pencils. 
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The  January  Class  Play 

"Don't  turn  your  back  to  the  audience, 
Aunt  Mary!  Up  stage,  Jack!  Be  a  little  pep- 
pier, Clover!" 

Right  you  are,  it  is  a  senior  play  rehearsal 
with  Miss  Fogg  issuing  instructions.  With  her 
able  management  and  the  willing  co-operation 
of  the  cast  the  play  bids  fair  to  excel  any  of  its 
predecessors. 

The  title  itself  is  a  drawing-card — "The  Re- 
juvenation of  Aunt  Mary" — and  Eleanor 
McCollum,  in  the  title  role,  is  the  last  word  in 
peppery  old  spinsters. 

Robert  Drake  has  successfully  turned  his 
hand  to  dramatics  and  is  a  veritable  matinee 
idol.  His  pep  never  deserts  him;  he  is  a  very 
realistic  example  of  the  happy-go-lucky  col- 
lege black  sheep.  Josephine  Healy  as  Janice, 
the  ingenue,  creates  a  very  sweet  and  natural 
part.  Jack's  three  chums,  Irwin  Egan,  Mor- 
rison Davis,  and  Warren  Fawcett  (as  Red 
Clover)  promise  to  keep  the  audience  laughing 
during.the  whole  performance. 

Gowdy  Sunderland  handles  the  difficult  part 
of  the  mature  lawyer  very  capably.  The  com- 
edy parts,  Joshua  and  Lucinda,  are  being  well 
done  by  Warren  Darnell  and  Miriam  Garrison 
Margaret  Hazlett  makes  a  rather  unusual  Girl 
from  Kalamazoo.  Kenneth  Thorne  as  the 
butler,  and  Beatrice  Hardy,  use  their  parts, 
though  small,  to  great  advantage. 

Though  the  play  is  simple,  and  affords 
small  chance  for  gorgeous  costumes  and  set- 
ting, there  are  many  pretty  scenes  and  effects 
which  will  leave"  that  last  pleasing  impression 
which  we  expect  from  the  class  of  January  1922  . 

The  cast  is  as  follows: 

Stebbins Goudy  Sunderland 

Mitchell Morrison  Davies 

Burnett Irwin  Egan 

Joshua Warren  Darnell 

James Kenneth  Thorne 

Trunk  Man Marion  Butler 

Messenger  Boy Kenneth  Hittle 

Second  Butler Harold  Faulkner 

Clover Warren  Fawcett 

Jack Robert  Drake 

Betty Josephine  Healy 

Girl  from  Kalamazoo Margaret  Hazlett 

Miss  Daisy Beatrice  Fern  Hardy 

Eva Mary  Hendricks  Hart 

Lucinda Miriam   Garrison 

Aunt  Mary Eleanor  McCollum 


Campus  Day 

On  November  the  twenty-second,  the  class 
of  January  '22  observed  Campus  Day  Ex- 
ercises in  front  of  the  new  building  with  the 
following  appropriate  program : 

Quartette:    "Our  Tech." 

Parker  Burns,  Forry  Neal,  Kenneth  Thorne, 
Sherwood  Blue. 

Autumn  Dance  : 

Helena     Sieloff,     Dorothy     Fife,        Frances 
Brockway. 

A  Lasting  Custom: 
Dorothy  Dinsmore. 

Oh  We  Love  Tech  : 
By  Freshman  Chorus. 

Address: 

E.  V.  Graff,  Superintendent  of  Schools . 

Interpretative  Dance: 

Class  of  '22,  Mary  Sue  Williams. 
Nature,  Mariam  Garrison. 
Future,  Hazel  Farris. 

Planting  of  Class  Shrubs: 
John  Conley,  President. 

Hidden  Musicians: 

Mildred     Goens,     Ewell     Newman,     Helen 
Koehne,    Kurt   Marhdt,    Francis    Binniger. 

Acceptance  in  the  Name  of  Tech  : 

Milo  H.  Stuart,  Principal. 
Quartette:    "Guidance" 

Goudy  Sunderland  was  chairman  of  the 
Campus  Day  committee  which  worked  under 
Miss    Kletzing's    capable    management. 


If  you  had  a  bad  day  today,  play  a  doubk 
header,  tomorrow. 


T-E-C-H 

Truthfulness  is  the  mark  we  make, 
Efficiency,  the  aim  we  take, 
Charity,  all  the  good  we  do, 
Honor,  our  loyalty,  staunch  and  true. 

Let  our  mark  be  high,  and  truth  it  be, 
Lead  on  to  fields  of  efficiency; 
Let  us  climb  on,  with  heart,  strength  and  might, 
Pressing  on,  forward,  to  fulfill  the  right. 

Wherever  we  may  chance  to  roam 
This  Tech  we'll  turn  to  as  our  home, 
Here  '22  has  found  what  all  may  find 
Strength  of  body  and  beauty  of  mind. 

And  though  our  task  at  Tech  is  done 
Another  work  has  just  begun; 
Our  glorious,  grand  old  Tech,  adieu, 
Our  ardent  love  we  give  to  you. 

Glador  Hatch 


ACTIVITIES 


The   Orchestra 

Passing  the  Barracks — a  burst  of  harm- 
ony— that's  the  orchestra. 

The  orchestra,  of  course,  under  the  direction 
of  Miss  Kaltz,  has  finished  a  very  successful 
semester.  The  officers  for  the  semester  were: 
president,  Wayne  Swope:  vice-president,  Kath- 
erine  Fillmore;  secretary,  Jane  Routzong; 
treasurer,  Francis  Binniger;  sergeant-at-arms, 
Ralph  Veneble;  publicity,  Ewell  Newman; 
entertaiments,  Mildred  Goens;  refreshments, 
Katherine  McCarthy;  and  welfare,  Helen 
Koehne. 

They  have  faithfully  gathered  together  the 
ninth  and  tenth  hours  on  Monday,  Tuesday, 
and  Thursday  in  room  140  and  rehearsed  that 
Tech  may  have  the  glory.  Then,  too,  Mr. 
Barker  has  been  giving  individual  instruction. 

Naturally,  a  stunt  could  not  be  "pulled  off" 
at  Tech  without  the  orchestra.  Several 
members  played  at  the  Senior  Campus  Day  ex- 
ercises. They  turned  out  with  force  at  the 
opera  "The  Maid  and  the  Middy"  and  the 
Senior  Class  play,  "The  Rejuvenation  of  Aunt 
Mary."  Oh,  yes,  they  appeared  at  the  Class 
Day  exercises  too.  Some  orchestra,  we  have  at 
Tech,  we'll  say. 

The  Nature  Study    Club 

Haven't  you  been  coming?  Then  you  have 
missed  something  worth  while.  The  Nature 
Study  Club  was  somewhat  late  in  getting 
started,  but  now  is  going  good.  The  very 
faithful  members  and  Mr.  Cox,  especially 
Mr.  Cox,  have  met  every  Wednesday,  the 
eleventh  hour  in  room  146. 

The  Club  has  been  studying  and  identifying 
twigs  and  trees  in  winter;  an  outline  has  been 
prepared  on  the  identification  of  winter  twigs. 
Also,  some  very  interesting  talks  on  birds  have 
been  given. 

The  Club,  as  a  whole,  and  its  individual 
members,  have  been  striving  to  extend  their 
principle — ,  the  furthering  of  appreciation  and 
knowledge  of  the  beauties  of  nature.  And — 
oh,  well,  you  know  what  we  would  say.  Any 
way,  it's  a  great  club,  and  we're  for  it. 


The  Choral  Society 

The  Choral  Society  was  very  popular  this 
semester.  There  were  a  hundred  seventy- 
nine  members,  some  of  whom  sat  in  very  close 
accommodations.  Even  then,  many  would- 
be   members  were  turned  away. 

The  officers  were  as  follows:  Adrien  Pierce, 
president;  Sara  Downs,  vice-president;  James 
Day,  treasurer;  Mildred  Goens,  secretary; 
Robert  Drake,  Attorney-General;  and  Vivian 
Stevenson,  librarian.  Mildred  Hasely  was 
chairman  of  the  welfare  committee,  with  Helen 
Stevens  and  Merle  Scott,  assistants.  The 
publicity  committee  consisted  of  Marie  Manner, 
chairman,  Helen  Kreber  and  Marion  Butler, 
assistants. 

Regular  business  meetings  were  held  every 
Monday  in  room  65,  during  the  fifth  hour, 
the  rest  of  the  week  being  devoted  to  the  study 
of  "Martha",  an  opera. 

November  23  was  the  date  for  their  big 
get-together  party  which  took  place  in  the 
lunch-room.  All  who  were  invited  to  this 
affair  wish  to  thank  the  Choral  Society  for 
the  hearty  invitations  and  a  splendid  time. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  various  Com- 
mittees had  just  a  week  to  work  in,  every  one 
knows  that  this  party  was  one  of  trie  Society's 
"howling    successes." 

Building  Progress 

Tech  has  been  unusually  fortunate  this  past 
semester  in  witnessing  the  completion  of  one 
beautiful  building  and  the  progressing  of  another 
one  of  equally  fine  style. 

Probably  in  no  other  school  have  two  such 
wonderful  buildings  been  erected.  We  are 
doubly  proud  of  them  because  we  have  been 
selected  as  recipients  of  such  a  great  favor. 

The  faculty  expects  to  hold  classes  in  the 
new  shop  building  by  the  beginning  of  next 
semester.  If  all  the  rooms  cannot  be  used,  at 
least  a  part  of  them  will  be  occupied. 

With  the  extra  room  which  these  two  build- 
ings provides,  classes  will  be  more  comforta- 
bly situated  and  quite  a  bit  smaller  in  number. 
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Chemistry- 
Do  you  like  ice  cream?  Do  you  like  to  wear 
pretty  clothes  and  ride  in  automobiles?  Do 
you  wash  your  teeth,  ride  a  bicycle,  travel  on  a 
train,  or  go  to  the  shows?  If  you  do  any  of 
these  things,  you  see  or  use  something  that 
a  chemist  has  produced,  and  because  of  it,  he 
is  enabling  you  to  enjoy  life. 

Why  was  it  that  during  the  war  your  suits 
faded?  Why  did  the  merchant  refuse  to  guar- 
antee the  color  in  your  dress?  Have  you  any 
idea?  It  was  because  American  chemists 
could  not  make  the  dyes  that  are  used  to  color 
suits  and  dresses,  as  well  as  the  German 
chemists  made  them. 

Have  you  heard  that  during  the  war,  the 
United  States  asked  Germany  to  sell  us  some 
concentrated  Aniline  Dyes  to  print  our  postage 
stamps  and  dollar  bills;  and  then  Uncle  Sam 
had  to  beg  England's  permission  to  let  Germany 
send  these  things  over  here? 

Look  around  you!  See  the  industries  that 
are  operating  in  your  city,  each  of  them  using 
chemists  or  chemistry.  Packing-houses,  can- 
ning factories,  foundries,  and  automobile 
shops;  all  depend  upon  chemistry.  When  you 
are  sick,  the  doctor  gives  you  medicine  made 
by  chemists.  When  you  have  toothache,  the 
dentist  treats  your  tooth,  and  then  fills  it; 
both  the  treating  medicine  and  the  filling  are 
made  by  chemists.  The  window  glass  in  your 
room,  the  gas  which  is  burned  in  your  stove, 
and  the  record  on  your  victrola  are  products 
of  Chemistry. 

The  whole  world  knows  that  we  are  at  the 
beginning  of  a  new  epoch  in  history:  an 
epoch  that  will  be  famous  for  its  scientific 
discoveries,  for  its  wonderful  advance  in  every 
human  endeavor.  The  world  further  knows 
that  the  chemist  will  be  largely  responsible 
for  this  advancement.  He  will  make  the  im- 
possible, possible.  He  will  be  responsible  for 
the  happiness,  and  for  the  health  of  the  nation 
— for  the  whole  world. 

Surely,  no  more  opportune  time  could  have 
been  designated  for  the  creation  of  a  Chemistry 
Department  in  Technical  High  School.  Al- 
though the  tiny  laboratory  in  the  West  Resi- 
dence is  very  inadequate  for  the  present  needs, 
we  have  merely  to  look  ahead  a  few  weeks  and 
see  our  wonderful  Chemistry  Home  in  the  New 
Shops  Building.  The  entire  second  floor  on  the 
North  end:  four  laboratories,  two  lecture 
rooms,  a  balance  room,  and  two  storage  rooms 
will  be  used  for  the  work,  and  will  give  the 
students  of  Technical  an  excellent  opportunity 
for  laboratory  practice.  C.  A. 


Have  you  heard  about  our  new  Chem.  Lab.? 

Well,  folks,  you've  missed  a  lot! 
'Tis  a  place  where  youths  in  acids  dab — 

And  in  aprons  burn  a  spot! 
'Tis  whole,  and  sound,  and  new,  at  present, 

And  furnished  all  complete, 
Let's  hope  there  happens  naught  unpleasant 

To  wreck  our  campus  neat. 
'Twould  be  a  shame,  you  must  admit, 

If  on  some  fine  spring  day, 
Some  youth  should  strike  a  match  to  it, 

And  blow  Tech  High  away! 

The  Industrial   Exposition 

On  the  afternoon  of  Thursday,  October  the 
thirteenth,  the  students  of  Shortridge,  Manual 
and  Technical  were  the  guests  of  the  Chamber 
of  Commerce  at  the  Industrial  Exposition  at 
the  State  Fair  Grounds.  If  you  had  the  exper- 
ience shared  by  most  Techonians  you  will 
surely  sympathize  with  the  following  appro- 
priate poem. 

Half  an  inch,  half  an  inch 

Half  an  inch  onward 

Down   the    Industrial   aisles 

Moved  the  Tech  hundreds. 

"Move  on,"  the  copper  cried, 

"Keep  to  the  other  side." 

Into  the  living  mass, 

Went  the  Tech  hundreds. 

People  to  the  right  of  us, 

People  to  the  left  of  us, 

People  in  front  of  us, 

Crowded  and  stumbled, 

Tramped  on  by  boot  and  shoe 

Corns  mashed  and  elbows  blue, 

Squeezed  flat,  no  place  to  go 

No  chance  to  see  the  show; 

Surely  we  grumbled. 

— Edith  Hindman. 

The  average  man  who  thinks  he  is  capable 
of  steering  the  ship  of  state  is  seldom  com- 
petent to  run  a  wheelbarrow. 


The  Maid  and  the  Middy 


Tech  events  have  come  and  gone: — but  few 
have  made  the  artistic  appeal  of  the  recent  por- 
trayal of  George  Tracy's  opera,  "The  Maid  and 
The  Middy."  Here,  indeed,  was  a  pageant  of 
Tech  Arts, — the  thoughts  of  a  musician  repre- 
sented by  skilled  voices,  attractive  scenery, 
pretty  costumes,  rare  musical  interpretation, 
sweet  melodies  in  dance  and  song — all  of  these 
as  they  grew  into  being  on  our  own  campus. 

As  we  undertake  to  mention  the  fitness  of 
individual  roles,  we  soon  find  ourselves  busy 
with  the  entire  cast.  We  like  to  pause  and 
hear  again,  the  sweet,  silvery  tones  of  the  beau- 
tiful Spanish  maiden,  Culasa  Kinneman;  the 
full  rich  voice  of  the  attractive  widow,  Laura 
Fessler;  the  merry  tunes  of  the  pretty  trio, 
Iris  Hopper,  Harriet  Stout  and  Mildred  Pratt. 
We  realize  that  no  one  could  have  been  more 
natural  than  Harriet,  who  seemed  to  live  in  her 
part  every  minute  of  the  time.  We  see  the 
captivating  middy,  James  Hatton,  and  rejoice 
in  his  appealing  songs.  We  wish  all  captains 
could  sing  in  Carlos  Jefry— style.  Ceremonies, 
we  feel  sure,  would  be  more  popular,  were  they 
always  mastered  by  an  Adrian  Pierce.  Au- 
diences would  throng  the  house  for  stars  like 
Bernice  Thrum,  Norma  France  and  Mar- 
guerite Williams.  Fred  Stone  would  beam, 
even  amidst  New  York's  stage-famine,  could 
he  see  our  prospects — Noble  Boston,  Morrison 
Davies,  Frank  Wilson  and  Erwin  Egan. 
Yet,  even  such  a  cast  would  have  failed  in  its 
art,  had  it  not  been  for  the  charming  chorus  of 
Tech  girls  and  the  clever  troop  of  Middies. 
We  marvel  still  at  the  beauty  of  these  scenes — 
the  colors,  the  personalities,  the  rhythm,  the 
voices! 

With  such  an  array  of  rare  talent,  Tech  had 


a  chance  to  express  itself  in  all  related  arts. 
Combining  beautifully  and  gracefully  with 
musical  plot  were  the  three  costume  dances — 
Interpretation  of  the  Hours,  Children  of  the 
Snow,  and  the  Liberty  Battalion.  We  compared 
these  girls,  in  their  pretty  gowns  of  "Tech 
make,"  to  musical  comedy  artists;  yet  we're 
more  charmed  by  their  simplicity  and  natural- 
ness. We  realized  that  this  harmony  of  arts 
could  not  have  been  so  spontaneous,  had  it 
not  been  for  the  skill  of  our  Tech  departments 
of  Art,  Sewing,  Music,  and  Physical  Training. 

The  Orchestra,  the  Glee  Club,  the  Saxa- 
phone  and  Boys'  Male  Quartette — these 
brought  "the  last  measure  of  a  perfect  unit  of 
pleasure." 

To  Mr.  Percival  belongs  the  credit  of  time 
and  skill  in  training  voices,  inspiring  action  and 
blending  talents. 

"Time  is  fleeting,"  but  Tech  is  fulfilling  her 
ideals  of  the  really  artistic. 

The  Tech  Serenaders 

We  sing  to  the  campus,  green  and  fair, 

We  sing  to  the  'leven  and  nine 
Who  battle  for  the  old  school  there, 

And  guard  the  base  and  line; 
No  cause  for  fear  when  they  appear 

And  the  school  flag  floats  above  our  head. 
When  the  game  begins  'tis  Tech  that  wins 

While  we  cheer  the  Green  and  White 
When  the  game  ends  'tis  Tech  that  won 

'Cause  we  cheered  the  Green  and  White. 
Maurice  Sheats. 


The  only  course  in  which  some   fellows  wi|J 
graduate,  is  the  course  of  time. 


Wfyt  grtfenal  Cannon 
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The  Book  Drive 


Tech  tried  an  absolutely  new  thing  this 
year  and  succeeded — The  Book  Drive.  Never 
before  had  it  been  tried  but  it  was  carried 
through  in  a  business-like  fashion.  Miss 
Goddard,  chairman  of  the  committee,  had  as 
her  assistants  Miss  Harter,  Miss  Binninger. 
Mr.  Parks  and  Mr.  Polley,  with  the  help  of 
the  advertising  and  commercial  art  classes, 
worked   hard   on   the  campaign. 

The  drive  started  the  seventh  of  November 
and  was  to  last  through  one  week,  but  so 
much  interest  was  shown  that  it  was  ex- 
tended through  the  eighteenth  of  the  month. 
The  goal  was  five  thousand  books. 

The  January  and  June  senior  classes  were 
behind  the  movement  and  advertised  through 
the  roll-rooms.  The  seniors  also  contributed 
cars  to  gather  books  from  people  who  wished 
to  give  more  than  five  volumes. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  week,  more  than 
three  thousand  books  had  been  turned  in  to 
the  lunch  room,  where  they  were  placed  on 
temporary  shelves. 

A  tag,  designed  by  Floyd  Beeler,  was  worn 
by  each  contributor,  and  a  beautiful  book- 
plate designed  by  Frank  Atkins,  was  put  in 
each  book. 

On  the  twenty-third  of  the  month  a  won- 
derful parade  preceded  by  a  splendid  program, 
was  given  on  the  athletic  field.  At  that  time 
everyone  felt  as  tho  the  campaign  had  been 
a  success.  A  total  of  over  seven  thousand 
books  had  been  reached  so  we  all  knew  that 
our  efforts  had  been  worth  while. 


Ready!   Set!   Go! 

Such  ungrateful  people  we 
We  eat  until  no  more  we  see, 
We  never  give  a  thought  or  look 
Toward  the  virtue  of  our  cooks. 
And  how  about  the  person  who 
Determines  whether  beef  or  stew 
Shall  be  the  menu's  fare  and  why 
Rice  pudding's  not  as  good  as  pie. 
Come  on,  give  one  "Whistle  Boom" 
For  Hooker  and  the  Tech  Lunchroom! 


A  Cafeteria  Soliloquy 

To  run  or  not  to  run, 

That  is  the  question. 

Whether  'twere  best  to  run 

And  quell  that  burning  hunger 

That  at  the  very  vitals  seems  to  gnaw, 

Or  walk  with  stately  stride  the  corridors 

While  others  step  ahead  and  take  the  place, 

Which  you,  perhaps,  by  running, 

Would  have  had. 

To  run,  perchance,  be  caught. 

Ay!  there's  the  rub! 

For  who  would  hungry  go 

When  satisfaction 

Were  purchased  without  risking 

Reputation  and  the  teacher's  high  esteem. 

And  yet  the  hanging  danger  of  that  scorn 

Makes  cowards  of  the  bravest  of  us  all 

And  leaves  us  undecided  whether  to  walk 

Or  run  and  risk  our  reputation's  fall.         Ex. 

Well  Said 

There's  a  time  to  part  and  a  time  to  meet, 
There's  a  time  to  sleep  and  a  time  to  eat, 
There's  a  time  to  work  and  a  time  to  play, 
There's  a  time  to  be  sad  and  a  time  to  be  gay, 
There's  a  time  to  sing  and  a  time  to  be  blue, 
There's  a  time  to  plan  and  a  time  to  do 
There's  a  time  to  grin  and  show  your  grit, 
But  there  never  yet  was  a  time  to  quit. 

— Strakmorean 
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The  "Optimist"  from  Bloomington  says  this 
about  us.: 

We  always  look  for  the  next  Cannon,  Tech. 
Your  jokes    are   especially  good. 

We  wish  to  reprint  the  fine  compliment  paid 
us  by  the  Blue  and  Red  of  Martinsville. 

Technical's  Paper 

One  of  the  best  papers  which  has  been  re- 
ceived is  that  of  Technical  High  School,  "The 
Arsenal  Cannon."  It  is  a  paper  full  of  pep 
and  enthusiasm,  and  shows  the  right  amount 
of  school  spirit  in  the  proper  way  by  the  op- 
timism which  is  expressed  throughout  the  en- 
tire paper,  even  though  the  whole  school  is 
thrown  into  chaos  and  disorder,  partly  because 
of  various  new  buildings  which  are  being  built 
and  are  not  yet  complete. 

In  the  first  number  the  welcome  which  was 
extended  to  the  freshmen,  was  especially  good. 

If  more  of  the  schools  which  issue  papers 
would  use  this  as  a  means  to  make  the  fresh- 
men feel  more  at  home,  the  life  of  these  under- 
classmen might  not  be  so  hard  for  the  first 
few  months. 

We  also  wish  to  reprint  what  the  Centralian 
of  Central  High  School,  Evansville,  Indiana 
said  about  us. 

The  Arsenal  Cannon:  Your  paper  is 
wonderful.  We  surely  do  wish  we  could  af- 
ford one  like  it.     Vote  for  "Touchdowns." 

Here's  what  the  Anvil,  from  East  Chicago, 
Indiana,  says  about  us; 

The  Arsenal  Cannon — Yours  is  a  REAL 
student  paper,  something  of  which  to  be  proud. 

The  following  is  the  comment  of  the  E.  O. 
H.  S.  News  about  the  Arsenal  Cannon; 

"One  of  the  peppiest  papers  on  our  exchange 
list.     Your  'Touchdowns'  are  especially  good. 

The  Owl,  of  Valley  City,  North  Dakota 
writes  the  following  recommendation  of  the 
Cannon; 

"The  articles  are  well  written  and  well 
arranged." 

The"  Hoosier"  from  Rockville,  Indiana,  gave 
us  the  following  recommendation —  "The 
Hoosier  staff  is  always  glad  to  receive  your 
paper.  'Tech  Topics'  is  a  novel  idea  and  well 
written."  The  Exchange  Office 


The  Exchange   Department 

Perhaps  the  student  body  does  not  fully 
understand  just  exactly  what  we  people  on 
the  exchange  do,  so  we  will  try  to  enlighten  you. 

We  have  taken  much  pleasure  this  semester 
in  reading  all  of  the  eighty  odd  exchanges  that 
come  into  our  office.  From  week  to  week,  in 
the  Cannon,  under  Exchanges,  we  have 
attempted  to  let  you  know  what  our  sister 
High  Schools  are  doing.  That  is  the  main 
purpose  of  the  Exchange,  to  keep  "Our  Tech" 
in  touch  with  other  schools.  We  have  selected 
the  best  jokes  from  other  papers  and  have 
published  them  for  you  to  enjoy.  We  have 
told  you  what  other  schools  think  of  our  paper, 
complimentary  or  otherwise.  The  papers  that 
come  into  the  office  this  week  will  be  found 
in  our  school  library  next  week  and  are  for  you 
to  read  if  you  care  to  do  so. 

It  is  the  hope  of  the  Exchange  office  that  the 
student  body  will  know  just  what  is  being 
done  in  that  office  and  will  appreciate  our  efforts 
to  give  you  a  glimpse  of  other  High  Schools. 

Kathryn  Pangle 
Elsie  Rottler 


Our   Head 

We've  sung  of  teachers  every  week, 

From  English  to  'lectricity. 

But  one  there  is  we've  not  discussed, 

Deserving  of  publicity. 

Mr.  Stuart  is  the  head 

Not  of  math  or  music  here 

But  of  Tech,  and  he  presides 

O'er  all  that  we  hold  dear. 

Frances  Brown 


There  is  always  a  great  deal  of  difficulty 
encountered  in  getting  the  Military  Training 
companies  organized  at  the  beginning  of  the 
fall  term,  but  this  year  there  seemed  to  be 
more  confusion  than  usual. 

Captain  Edwards  was  put  in  command  of 
the  Technical  unit  of  the  R.O.T.C.,  and  had, 
for  his  assistants,  Sergeants  McCarty,  Russel, 
Short,  Hulse,  Pruitt,  and  Amy. 

The  Captain  introduced  a  few  new  ideas 
which  differed  from  those  of  the  previous  heads 
of  the  R.O.T.C.  department,  and  the  results  of 
this  semester's  work  prove  that  these  ideas 
were  one  hundred  per  cent  progressive. 

Just  as  the  cadets  were  becoming  accustomed 
to  Sergeant  Amy's  sharp  eyes,  Sergeant 
Russell's  slang,  Sergeant  Hulse's  tight-fitting 
uniform,  and  Sergeant  McCarty's  new  Ford, 
these  men  were  transferred,  on  the  fifth  of  Oct- 
ober, and  our  drill  field  echoed  to  their  step 
no  more. 

This  transfer  left  only  Captain  Edwards, 
Sergeant  Short,  and  Sergeant  Pruitt,  who 
proved  to  be  three  able  instructors. 

One  result  of  Captain  Edward's  ideas  was 
the  parade  held  on  the  football  grid.  Unlike 
any  previous  parades,  only  uniformed  men 
were  allowed  to  march  and  all  cadets  carried 
rifles  and  wore  cartridge  belts.  As  seen  from 
the  bleachers  the  parade  was  a  distinct  success 
from  Colonel  Richard  Smith  to  the  last  file 
closer  in  the  line  of  march. 

Sergeant  Schull  was  added  to  the  staff  of 
instructors  on  the  twenty-first  day  of  Novem- 
ber. He  slipped  in  so  quietly  we  hardly  knew 
he  was  here.  However,  in  a  few  days,  every 
cadet  on  the  campus  had  either  said  something 
encouraging  about  him  or  had  thought  it. 
Sergeant  Schull  is  an  instructor  who  has  a  last- 
ing supply  of  patience.  In  the  few  weeks  he 
has  been  here,  he  has  become  just  as  popu- 
lar as  if  he  had  been  here  two  or  three  semes- 
ters. 

Another  officer  was  added  to  the  R.O.T.C. 
department  about  the  first  of  December.  This 
was  Captain  Mcintosh,  who  came  here  from 
Fort  Russell,  Wyoming.  We  will  say  here  that 
Captain  Mcintosh  surely  knows  how  to  keep  a 


company  or  platoon  of  cadets  interested  in  the 
lecture;  not  in  Sergeant  Amy's  style,  which 
generally  ended  in  "Out  a  my  sight!",  but  by 
talking  in  words  which  are  easily  understood. 
In  conclusion,  we  wish  to  congratulate  both 
instructors  and  cadets  on  the  progress  made 
this  semester,  and  our  only  wish  for  the  future 
is  that  we  may  have  as  good  a  staff  of  in- 
structors as  we  have  had  this  semester. 
oooo<>. 

The  R.O.T.C.    Review 

November  23,  1921 

"Attention!" 

Along  our  cinder  track, 

The  unit  of  Technical  stood. 
From  private  to  colonel,  no  man  lacked 

The  military  spirit. 

'  Present  arms!" 

As  though  one  big  machine 

The  whole  battalion  moved; 
While  not  one  man  did  mar  the  scene 

By  making  a  slight  mistake. 

"Squads  right!" 

Along  the  line  came  the  clear  command, 

In  column  of  squads,  the  corps  all  wheeled; 
With  measured  tread,  the  reviewing  stand 

We  approached  from  across  the  field. 

"Squads  left!" 

Led  by  the  best  of  bands; 

Captained  by  those  we  admire; 
Toward  the  reviewing  stands 

We  marched,  until — 

"Eyes  right!" 

Every  man  in  each  platoon,  then  tried 

To  be  an  honor  to  his  school. 
Four  thousand  hearts  were  beating  high 

As  the  Technical  colors  were  passing  by. 

"Front!" 

'Twas  more  than  a  mere  review, 

It  aroused  our  honor  and  pride, 
And  called  us  to  do  great  things 

For  the  glory  of  "Greater  Tech. " 

Jerald  Dunlap. 
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Indianapolis,  Indiana,  January  23,   1922 

Good-bye  To   Seniors 

These  days,  the  last  few  of  the  term,  are  no 
doubt  the  happiest  to  our  students.  The 
semester's  work  is  practically  ended.  Another 
term  will  soon  start,  in  which  we  may  redeem  a 
past  record  or  surpass  our  already  excellent 
record.     Truly,  it  is  a  time  of  great  rejoicing. 

However,  Tech  could  as  well  be  shrouded 
in  the  black  of  mourning  for  we  are  losing  our 


best,  our  seniors.  The  stalwart  folk  who  are 
the  back-bone  of  our  school  are  leaving.  What 
will  happen  to  us?  Others,  also  seniors, will 
step  into  their  places  and  carry  on  the  work 
left  for  them  as  ably  as  those  who  now  leave 
us  carried  on  that  which  was  left  for  them. 

With  a  sad  "Farewell"  we  part  with  you, 
our  past  upholders,  and  greet  with  a  happy 
"Welcome"  those  who  take  your  places. 


Be    Babe    Ruths  of  Scholarship. 

How  is  your  batting  average,  Techonians? 
High?  or  low?  When  marks  come  out  do  you, 
scholastically  speaking,  have  a  record  of  home 
runs  to  display,  or  do  you  occupy  a  bench  under 
the  bleachers? 

Are  you  content  to  be  a  scrub  team  member, 
when,  with  a  little  more  consistent  effort — a 
resolve  to  make  a  home  run  every  time  you 
come  to  bat — -you  could  be  in  the  World 
Series  ? 

Every  year  we  have  a  campaign  boosting 
clean  school  sports.  Why  not  appoint  your- 
self a  committee  of  one  to  conduct  a  campaign 
to  raise  your  scholastic  standing,  increase  your 
"batting  average?"  You  can  show  your  ap- 
preciation of  the  splendid  and. unusual  oppor- 
tunities offered  you  as  a  student  of  Tech  in  a 
most  appropriate  way  by  improving  on  your 
former  records,  increasing  your  number  of 
honor  points. 


We  Thank  You 

The  staff  wishes  to  acknowledge  the  co-oper- 
ation of  the  News  English  Class  in  helping  to 
make  the  Cannon  a  success.  Every  week  this 
class  contributed  articles  for  our  school  paper. 
These  "pieces  of  eight"  have  been  lively 
articles  which  have  boosted  the  standard  of 
the  Cannon  immeasurably.  The  members  of 
the  class  are;  James  W.  Bell,  Albert  Bloemker, 
Carrie  Bowers,  Isabel  McKibbon,  Leland  Mor- 
gan, Margaret  Murray,  Dwight  Shaw,  and 
Jack  Velsey. 
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Looking  Backward 

A  new  monument  has  been  unveiled  in 
Tech's  Hall  of  Fame.  Its  beauty  and  splendour 
are  unsurpassed  by  any  there.  It  is  the  mark 
left  by  the  graduating  class  of  January  '22. 
It  is  the  symbol  of  devotion,  loyalty,  and  ser- 
vice. During  its  very  short  period  of  organ- 
ization the  January  class  has  made  its  mark  in 
Tech.  In  every  undertaking  of  the  school 
the  class  has  been  heartily  behind  it  and  has 
helped  in  every  way  possible.  In  their  scholar- 
ship campaign  the  members  of  the  class  have 
helped  to  promote  a  desire  for  better  grades  and 
have  set  a  worthy  example  for  other  classes  to 
follow.  They  have,  by  contact  with  other 
students  tried  to  create  a  better  school  spirit 
and  a  love  for  doing  worthy  deeds  for  Tech. 
Great  things  have  been  expected  of  them  and 
they  have  done  these  with  a  will  and  a  zest 
that  Tech  may  well  be  proud  of.  And  as  every 
class  in  the  past  has  tried  to  better  Tech  and 
to  live  up  to  its  standards  so  may  those  of  the 
future  do  everything  in  their  power  to  make 
their  school  proud  of  them.  D.  J. 

Looking  Forward 

The  foot-lights  are  turned  on  the  stage  but 
the  curtain  that  will  reveal  the  drama,  written, 
acted  and  managed  by  the  class  of  June  '22, 
has  not  yet  been  raised. 

Will  these  youthful  playwrights  see  to  it  that 
their  play  is  a  true  record  of  many  successful 
campaigns  and  Senior  activities;  that  the 
chief  actors  are  those  best  fitted  to  carry  the 
responsibilities  of  leading  roles?  Will  the 
actors,  themselves,  see  that  they  put  true  Tech 
spirit  into  every  little  part  that  comes  their 
way;  and  each  one  see  that  he  responds  to  his 
cue  promptly?  Will  the  managers  provide  for 
a  spectacle  unsurpassed  by  any  former  Senior 
class  ? 

We,  the  spectators,  ask  these  questions  in 
the  breathless  moment  before  the  curtain  rises. 
We  expect,  so  to  speak,  a  continuous  perform- 
ance with  an  all  star  cast,  during  the  next  five 
months,  and,  knowing  the  hugeness  of  the  cast 
and  the  many  talented,  capable  actors  in  it,  we 
fully  anticipate  giving  our  heartiest  applause 
when  the  curtain  finally  descends  on  Com- 
mencement night.  M.  V.  B. 


All  things  come  to  him  who  waits 
But  here's  a  rule  that's  slicker; 

The  man  who  goes  for  what  he  wants 
Will  get  it  all  the  quicker. 

— Nuggets. 


Our  Postal   Service 

Permit  me  to  introduce  to  you  our  circulation 
department. 

Our  mailing  list  had  become  so  large  that 
this  year  a  new  department  was  made  and  given 
the  dignified  name  of  the  Circulation  Depart- 
ment. Formerly  this  work  was  taken  care  of 
by  the  Exchange  editors,  but  as  the  mailing 
list  became  longer  the  number  of  exchanges 
received  became  larger  also,  making  it  practi- 
cally impossible  for  the  work  to  be  handled  by 
the  Exchange  editors  alone. 

At  the  time  of  writing,  each  copy  of  the 
Cannon  is  being  mailed  to  one  hundred  and 
ten  different  addresses,  with  the  hope  of  more 
names  being  added  to  the  list.  Of  this  number 
eighty  are  sent  to  high  schools,  colleges, 
and  universities,  who  in  return  send  us  their 
papers.  The  wide  range  of  our  exchanges  is 
shown  by  the  fact  that  we  hear  from  education- 
al institutions  in  the  states  of  California, 
Washington,  Colorado,  North  Dakota,  Idaho, 
Minnesota,  New  York,  New  Jersey,  Connecticut, 
and  Massachusetts.  Our  paper  is  also  sent  to 
many  schools  in  adjoining  states,  and  to  all 
the  leading  high  schools  and  higher  institu- 
tions of  learning  in  Indiana.  About  a  score  are 
mailed  out  each  week  as  regular  paid  sub- 
scriptions. The  remainder,  being  about  a 
dozen,  are  complimentary  subscriptions,  as 
the  Cannon  is  sent  to  several  school  officials 
here  and  elsewhere.  The  Indianapolis  Public 
Library  receives  twenty  copies  of  each  issue 
and  these  are  distributed  among  the  various 
branches,  where  they  are  placed  on  file  with 
the  other  periodicals. 

We  feel  that  this  is  a  very  fair  representation 
of  the  school  publications  thruout  the  United 
States  and  we  are  glad  to  have  so  many  friends 
both  far  and  near.  It  is  with  a  sense  of  pride 
in  our  paper,  and  also  modesty,  that  we  an- 
nounce to  the  student  body  and  the  Cannon's 
numerous  other  friends  that  ours  is  one  of 
only  four  school  papers  published  in  either 
high  schools  or  colleges  in  the  Union,  with 
which  we  are  familiar,  that  does  not  contain 
any  advertisements,  but  is  maintained  by 
subscriptions  alone. 

Congratulations 

Frances  Thrun,  a  senior  in  65,  won  a  bronze 
medal  in  Typewriting  this  semester  and  last 
year  received  a  gold  medal  for  the  same  type 
of  work. 

Next  to  knowing  a  fact  is  to  know  where  to 
find  it. 
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Shadows   of  the    Past 

1.  Great  big  blue  eyes  staring  so  at  us — but 
where  has  that  chubbiness  gone,  Miss  Stebbins? 

2.  And  who  would  ever  have  dreamed,  looking 
at  this  picture,  that  this  little  wistful-eyed  chap 
was  destined  to  become  one  of  Tech's  vice- 
principals?  Jolly?  If  you  know  Mr.  Morgan, 
you'll  say  so. 

3.  Only  two  months  old  and  sitting  up  so 
straight.  He  doesn't  look  so  stern  here  but 
we'll  say  that  Mr.  Richardson  can  be,  when 
he  hands  out  tardy  slips. 

4.  Full  of  animation,  bound  to  see  all  that's 
going  on,  that  was  Mr.  Schneider  when  he 
was  a  child. 

5.  Fifteen?  He's  that  if  he's  a  day,  and  his 
name  is  Edward,  though  we  call  him  Mr. 
Greene. 

6.  Cute  chubby  little  baby  with  your  tightly 
clutched  fists — the  cares  of  Tech  did  not 
furrow  your  brow  then. 

"For  candy  he'd  beg 
Did  our  Mr.  Craig." 

7.  And  who  is  this  demure  little  miss  who  folds 
her  hands  and  her  feet  so  precisely?  No 
wonder  you  don't  recognize  her  for  her  bangs 
are  a  thing  of  the  past.  We'll  tell  you — Miss 
Goddard. 

8.  Who  said  twins?  We'll  say  they  are,  cute 
ones  too.  Permit  us  to  introduce  the  one  at 
the  left,  Mr.  Young  by  name. 

9.  Cutie  little  baby  with  the  pretty  eyes. 
Couldn't  you  tell  that  he  had  a  good  dispo- 
sition? Those  who  have  taken  agriculture 
will  vouch  for  Mr.  Hoffman's  pleasing  ways. 

ooooo 


Cap 


R.   O.  T.   C.  Officers 


tain   Edward's  New  Ford  Sedan 

You  can  tell  about  your  horses, 
You  can  talk  about  your  cars. 
You  can  rave  about  their  mileage, 
You  can  boast  about  their  power. 
But  you'll  forget  about  them 
And  others  of  their  brand 
When  you  hear  of  Captain  Edwards 
And  his  brand  new  Ford  sedan. 

This  Ford,  I  want  to  tell  you, 

Has  every  other  beat; 

Whoever  talks  against  it 

Is  certain  of  defeat; 

For  there's  not  a  single  defect 

As  far  as  mortals  ken 

That  you  can  tell  Cap.  Edwards 

Is  in  his  Ford  Sedan. 

If  anyone  should  ask  you 

The  subject  we  hear  most, 

Just  take  him  to  the  M.  T.  room 

To  hear  Cap.  Edwards'  boast. 

For  when  all  other  subjects  fail, 

And  for  retreat  you  plan; 

Then  Captain  Edwards  starts  to  blow 

About  his  Ford  Sedan. 

A.  F.  B. 

The  Ink  Well 

My  bottle  of  ink  once  said  to  me, 
"Did  you  but  know,  could  you  but  see, 
The  wonderful  stories  all  distilled 
'Neath  which  my  inky  well  is  filled: 

"They're  swimming  around,  a  million  words 
To  tell  of  the  jolliest  beasts  and  birds, 
Fairies,  parties,  girls  and  boys, 
Treasure  ships  and  beautiful  toys. 
"You  go  fishing  around  with  a  pen, 
Catching  a  little  tale  now  and  then; 
But  here  they  lurk  a  thousand  more 
That  nobody  ever  caught  before." 

Then  I  stirred  that  ink  and  shook  it  well 
I    fished  and  what  do  you  think  befell? 
A  wee  little  minnow  was  all  that  lit, 
I  hauled  him  out  and  this  is  It. 

Frieda  Gillam 


Pedro 

One  bitter  cold  evening  in  the  middle  of 
January,  a  little  Italian  boy  was  standing  on  a 
street  corner  in  a  slum  district  of  Cleveland. 
His  coat  was  much  too  small  for  him,  and  very 
ragged  with  many  large  holes  in  it.  He  had  no 
hat  on  his  black  curly  hair  and  his  feet  were 
encased  in  a  pair  of  old  shoes. 

He  was  trying  to  sell  papers.  His  English 
was  sketchy  to  say  the  least,  and  a  few  feet 
away  some  American  children  were  hooting  at 
him  scornfully.  His  news  cry  was  "Pa-perr, 
pa-perr  buy  some  ver'  ni'  pa-perr.  Est  ees  one 
beeg  pa-perr."  But  this  particular  evening  no 
one  wanted  papers  and  Pedro  Guido  Kloretts, 
for  that  was  the  boy's  name,  was  becoming 
colder  and  colder. 

Pete,  as  the  "beeg  Americanes"  called  him, 
had  landed  from  his  beloved  sunshiny  Italy 
only  six  months  before,  and  was  very  lonely, 
homesick,  and  cold. 

Pete's  father,  big  Pedro,  had  answered  the 
call  of  his  country  during  the  war  and  now, 
since  his  little  mother  had  died,  Pedro  was  alone. 
Some  kind  friends  had  scraped  enough  money 
together  to  send  Pedro  to  America  where  they 
were  sure  he  would  make  shining  piles  of  gold. 

With  a  bag  much  too  big  for  his  scanty  be- 
longings, and  a  violin,  Pedro  had  landed  in 
America.  By  selling  papers  and  "fiddling" 
he  had  finally  reached  Cleveland  where  he  de- 
cided he  would  make  his  home. 

The  American  children  had  not  treated 
Pedro  a  bit  kindly  and  now,  when  he  was  so 
cold  and  hungry,  they  were  making  fun  of  him 
again.  His  eyes  snapped  as  he  called  to  the 
children  and  said,  "Go  'way  prett'  darn  queek 
or  I  fight!" 

This,  of  course,  was  funnier  than  ever  to 
them  so  they  squealed  with  laughter.  Pedro 
deliberately  laid  down  his  papers  and  walked 
over  to  his  tormentors.  Selecting  the  largest  of 
them,  his  sturdy  little  brown  fist  shot  out  and 
hulking  big  Bill  lay  on  the  street  with  a  purple 
swelling  over  one  eye.  Pete's  liquid  brown 
eyes  became  black  coals  as  he  proceeded  to  give 
the  bully  a   thorough  drubbing,  while  a  del- 


ighted audience  looked  on.  Just  as  Pete  was 
beginning  to  gasp  for  breath  the  crowd  sudden- 
ly quieted  and  a  firm,  kindly  hand  separated 
the  two  fighters.  Pete,  who  loved  any  kind  of  a 
fight,  was  very  much  incensed  to  think  that 
anyone  should  stop  such  a  delightful  proceed- 
ing. He  looked  up  breathlessly  into  a  pair  of 
gray  eyes  and  saw  a  young  man  smiling  cheer- 
fully, "Won't  you  tell  me  what  it's  all  about?" 

"Naw,"  Bill  replied  sullenly. 

But  the  other  children  very  cheerfully  gave 
him  the  details  and  Ted  Gardner  chuckled  as  he 
heard  the  story.  Dispersing  them  quickly  with 
a  handful  of  pennies,  he  turned  to  Pedro  and 
said,  "Well,  now  that  it's  all  over,  won't  you 
tell  me  your  name  ?" 

Pedro  looked  at  him  warily  for  a  moment, 
then  with  a  grin  spreading  over  his  browned 
features  he  answered  slowly,  "Pedro  Guido 
Kloretta,  of  Milan,  Italy." 

Ted  Gardner  quickly  exclaimed,  "Milan! 
Why,  I  was  over  there.  In  fact,  I  just  got 
back  last  week.    My  name  is  Theodore  Gardner 

Jr." 

"Oh,  you  ben  in  Milan,  my  'ome?  Do  please 
tell  me  about  eet."  Pete's  eyes  became  el- 
oquent with  pleading. 

Ted  looked  at  him  a  moment,  then  remarked 
casually,  "Suppose  we  get  something  to  eat 
first.    I  am  rather  hungry." 

As  soon  as  they  were  comfortably  ensconced 
at  a  table,  and  the  waiter  had  taken  their 
order,  Ted  began  to  tell  all  he  knew  about 
Milan,  with  the  little  Italian  boy's  glowing 
eyes  upon  him.  His  heart  ached  as  he  saw  the 
way  Pete  attacked  the  food.  Here,  he  thought, 
was  where  some  of  his  unused  wealth  could  be 
used  to  good  advantage. 

After  he  painted  a  vivid  word  picture  of 
Milan,  he  sat  and  watched  Pete,  who  was  gaz- 
ing dreamily  over  the  crowd — his  thoughts  in 
sunny  Italy.  He  then  inquired  abruptly, 
"Where  do  you  live,  Pedro?" 

Pete  awakened  from  his  dream  with  a  sigh 
and  shyly  told  him.  Ted  recognized  it  as  one 
of  the  worst  slums  of  the  city. 

Pete  then  asked  gravely,  "Where  you  live?" 

The   young   man   at   his   side   replied,    "On 
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Euclid  Avenue,"  and  gave  the  house  number. 

The  boy's  eyes  opened  wide,  "Up  with  the 
beeg  swells?" 

Ted  smiled  in  acquiescence  and  after  the 
bill  had  been  paid  and  they  were  outside  he 
smiled  and  said,  "Well,  good-bye,  old  Chap. 
I'll  see  you  again." 

Pete  replied,  "Goo'  bye,  Meester  Gardner." 

After  Pedro  left  "Meester  Gardnier"  he  had 
gone  home.  He  had  not  become  acquainted 
with  the  people  who  were  the  residents  next 
to  him,  but  he  had  noticed  as  he  opened  his 
own  door  that  they  were  at  home.  The  walls 
were  not  sound  proof,  as  most  houses  are  now 
and  suddenly  Pete,  who  had  become  used  to 
the  murmur  of  voices,  sat  up  in  bed.  One 
name  caught  his  attention.  He  listened  care- 
fully, then  gasped  when  he  caught  the  full 
meaning  of  it.  He  silently  jumped  up  and 
hastily  donning  his  scanty  clothing,  ran  down 
the  stairs. 

An  hour  later  he  found  the  Gardner  dwelling 
and  ran  up  the  stone  steps.  He  timidly  pushed 
the  bell  and  a  very  solemn  butler  opened  the 
door.  In  a  small  voice,  little  Pete  inquired 
for  Meester  Theodore  Gardner.  The  butler 
was  about  to  tell  the  little  Italian  "beggar" 
boy  that  the  master  of  the  house  was  busy 
when  Ted  himself  came  to  the  door. 

"Pedro,"  he  exclaimed  in  astonishment, 
"What  is  it?"  He  knew  something  was  wrong 
by  the  look  in  his  young  protege's  face. 

After  Pedro  was  established  in  a  big  arm 
chair  he  told  his  story;  how  two  men  in  the 
tenement  house  were  planning  to  rob  the  Gar- 
dner home  the  next  evening,  while  they  were 
giving  a  masked  ball.  It  was  a  bold  and  daring 
plot  and  young  Gardner  almost  wrenched 
Pete's  hands  off  in  gratitude  when  he  heard  the 
tale. 

The  next  evening  the  two  men  were  caught 
and  proved  to  be  some  very  violent  desperadoes. 

A  few  days  later  Theodore  Gardner  found 
Pedro  and  explained  to  him  what  a  wonderful 
service  he  had  done  and  ended  by  saying  he 
would  like  to  do  something  in  return.  So  he 
earnestly  asked,  "What  would  you  rather  do 
more  than  anything  else  in  the  world?" 

And  Pedro  instantly  replied,  "Make  the 
beeg  museec  on  the  violin.  That  ees  my 
greates' weesh." 

Ten  years  later  Ted  Gardner  issued  a  limited 
number  of  tickets  and  invitations  to  hear 
Signor  Pedro  Guido  Kloretta,  the  famous 
violinist,  at  Aeolian  Hall,  New  York.  Pedro's 
greatest  wish  had  come  true. 

Marybelle  Baker 


Chili 

(With  Humble  Apologies  to  Milton) 

Of  Tech's  fine  cafeteria  and  the  food 

Of  those   great   heaping   pots   which   glowing 

warm 
Perfumes    the  air  and  strengthens  hungry  souls 
'Til  rejoicing  o'er  a  tray  of  steaming  food 
They  bless  the  cooks  and  rally  round  the  board. 
Sing,  kitchen  Muse,  that  still  presides 
O'er  sink  and  stove  to  feed  the  hungry  souls. 
Or  if  Monday's  menu  please  thee  more  and 
Chili,  _ 

That  rich  in  color,  hot  in  taste,  we  greet 
With  cheer  and  joyfully  devour 
I  hence  invoke  thy  culinary  aid 
T'  uphold  me  while  I  deal  in  haste  with  them 
Unsung  as  yet  in  either  prose  or  rhyme. 
Say    first   what   caused    our   marvel   cooks    to 

choose 
This  dish  for  Monday's  fare — and  say,  besides, 
How  comes  this  dish  and  of  what  it  is  made; 
First  is  the  meat  in  mammoth  kettle  boiled 
Until  the  juice  is  freely  flowing,  then  to  add 
Spaghetti,  tender  cooked,  is  next  the  task;  to 

this 
Are  added  beans  and  then  tomatoes  red 
To  give  the  color  and  taste  desired. 
Then,  crowning  all,  the  pepper  to  enrich 
And  magnify  the  force  of  fire — not  that 
White  pepper,  which  is  mildly  hot,  is  used 
But  cayenne,  hottest  to  be  found  and  best. 
And  then  from  pot  to  counter  is  it  brought 
While  teachers,  students,  craving  their  repast 
And  seeing  there  their  fav'rite  dish  ensconced 
By  beans  and  mashed  potatoes,  rush  to  grasp 
The    first    hot    dish    of    something    men    call 

"Chili."  A.F.B. 

ooooo 

Sonnet  to  the  Lost  Apostrophe 
I   seek  thee,  Little  One,   all   up  and    down 
Painstaking  pages  of  the  Freshman  themes, 
And,  missing  thee,  like  one  about  to  drown 
I  grasp  the  slightest  straw;  it  surely  seems 
Though  thou  evade  the  much  inspired  work 
Of  careless  ones  in  English  Three  or  Five, 
Undoubtedly  thou  wilt  be  found  to  lurk 
In  Senior  note-books,  small  but  still  alive. 
So  I  pursue  thee  with  a  hopeful  heart, 
And  scan  contractions  each  and  every  one. 
Alas!  thou'rt  gone  and  the  possessive  part 
Is  taken  by  a  hissing  S  alone. 
Apostrophe!     Oh  art  thou  gone  for  aye! 
Apostrophe!     Return    to    us,  we  pray. 

No  man  can  knock  a  show  harder  than  the 
guy  who  goes  in  on  a  pass. 


Page   Thirty-Two 


<Kf)e    grsfenal  Cannon 


Write   Poetry 

"Write     poetry,"  thus  wailed  'ye  noble    ed,' 
"Write  poetry,"  'tis  all  the  youth  can  say, 
"More  poetry,"  his  stern  assistant  said. 
And  so  they  pester  me — so,  on  this  day 
I  start  this  rhyme,  whose  end  is  far  away. 
Be  patient,  readers,  skip  it  if  you  wish, 
For  you  don't  have  to  read  this  little  lay. 

But  if  you  do,  don't  fume  and  say  "Oh  Pish! 

I  could  have  better  done,  this  poet  is  a  fish!" 

Well,  to  resume,  (that's  what  the  authors  say) 

What  will  we  talk  about,  just  you  and  I  ? 
The  weather?    'Tis  a  simply  glorious  day, 

(Just  pouring  pitchforks  from  the  inky  sky,) 
The  kind  of  day  that  makes  you  want  to  die; 
But     that's     enough     about     the  blooming 
weather! 
A  topic  at  which  Techites  always  shy, 

We've   swum   too  often   thru   the   mud   to- 
gether, 
To   feel   on    rainy   days    in    specially   glorious 
feather. 
Food?       "Now    you're    on!"       My    eager 
audience  cries, 
"At  last  a  poet  who  is  talking  sense!" 

(Who  talks  of  food,  you  know,  proves  he  is 
wise, 
He  needs  no  voice  be  raised  in  his  defense.) 

O  Muse,  guide  me  with   mighty  Providence 
To   paint   the   wondrous   splendors   of  Tech's 
lunch, 
(Y'can  buy  a  peach,  you  know,  for  fifteen 
cents) 
The  best  in  all  the  town,  I've  got  a  hunch, 
And  when  you've  got  it,  sit — and  munch  and 

munch,  and  munch. 
We've  chile,  soup,  and  beans,  and  veal-loaf,  too, 
And  fish,  and  apple  sauce,  and  good  roast  beef 
And  wienies,  and  all  kinds  of  luscious  stew, 

And  sandwiches,  (I  know  I  must  be  brief,) 
But  folks,  you  scarce  can  understand  the  grief 
To  give  those  sandwiches  but  one  short  line 
It  causes  me) — and  salad  on  a  leaf 
So  crisp  it  melts  within  your  mouth — and 
mine, 
And  pie  like  mother  makes,  and  ice  cream  that 
is  fine. 
The  line  is  long,  and  stretched  in  bold  array , 
And  everybody's  stepping  on  our  feet, 

And  we  are  starved,  and  time  is  very  fleet. 

The  clock  scoots  'round,  the  line  alone  moves 

not, 

At  last — the  trays!  But  where's  our  favorite 

meat? 

Gone — gone — all   gone!     But   such   is    human 

lot 
At  last,  by  hook  or  crook,  our  longed  for  meal 
is  got.  Rebecca  Pitts 


The  Twenty-twos 

It  was  just  four  years  ago 
There  came  to  our  Tech  so  grand 
A  band  of  loyal  students,  O, 
From  every  part  of  this  dear  land; 
The  loyal  22 's. 

They  entered  with  that  high  ambition 

Which  comes  to  all  of  us 

To  keep  Tech  standards  to  perfection 

By  making  all  A  plus; 

The  royal  22's. 

These  students  so  many  in  number 
Have  spent  their  daily  hours 
With  the  aid  of  all  their  teachers , 
To  make  a  grander  school  of  ours; 
The  faithful  22's. 

But  now  as  they're  soon  to  finish 
Their  course  at  dear  old  Tech 
They  leave  without  a  blemish 
The  memories  for  younger  Tech; 
The  renowned  22's. 

Bertha  Eilerim 


Punters 

Almost  any  high  school  has  a  punter 

Who  can  boot  a  football  sixty  yards  or  more 

They  are  common  as  the  flowers  in  the  sunny 

May-time  bowers, 
They  are  thicker  than  the  sands  upon  the  shore. 
All  the  week  they  kick  their  long  and  lofty 

spirals, 
To     the     high     school    correspondent's     keen 

delight, 
They  are  common  as  the  quivers  in  a  thousand 

ancient  flivers, 
But  they  always  seem  to  perish  Friday  night. 
P.  S.  Or  any  night  before  the  game.       Ex. 

<j>  <$>  <3>  <3>  <•> 

Slams 

Just  when  you're  feeling  real  weary  and  blue 
Some  one  comes  along  and  begins  to  slam  you ; 
He  may  mean  what  he  says  in  a  real  kindly 

way, 
But  we  don't  know  that,  especially  to-day; 
What  he  or  she  says  cuts  to  the  heart. 
But  just  brace  up  and  begin  a  new  start, 
Put  on  a  smile  and  forget  all  the  tears, 
Make   this   world    happy   and   full   of   good 

cheers. 

When    ignorance    is    bliss,    'tis    folly    to    be 
blistered. 


Baseball  Team  1921 


Baseball 

The  baseball  season  was  started  early  in 
April  of  last  year.  It  was  a  success  in  every 
way.  At  first  a  league  was  formed  with 
Manual  but  this  was  soon  dispensed  with 
because  of  lack  of  support.  A  second  team 
was  substituted.  The  first  team  composed  of 
thirteen  players  won  every  game  they  played. 
The  last  game  was  really  lost  but  it  was  later 
forfeited  to  Tech  because  of  the  illegal  use  of 
of  a  player.    The  lineup  follows : 

Charles  Baden,  catcher 
John  Bittner,  catcher 
Francis  Payne,  pitcher 
Paul  Sylvester,  pitcher 
Carlysle  Ewing,  pitcher 
John  Conley,  first  base 
Robert  Nipper,  second  base 
Francis  Sheppard,  third  base 
Dick  Mills,  shortstop 
Paul  German,  outfield 
Robert  Woolgar,  outfield 
Clifford  Stelhorn,  outfield 
Fred  Mertz,  outfield 

Triumph  is  a  great  word.  Yet  umph  doesn't 
amount  to  much.  It's  the  first  syllable  that 
counts — Try. 


Last  Year's  Baseball. 


1  Team  closed  a  very    successful 
spring     with     a    victory    over 


The  Basebal 
season      last 
Shortridge. 

The  record  of  games  played  follows- 

Tech,  4  -  West  Newton,  0 

"     4  -  Manual,  2 

"     9  -  Shortridge,  0 

"     16 -Newcastle,  1 

"     8-   Muncie,  1 

"     9-  Tipton,  1 

"     14- Shortridge,  0 

"     1-    Edinburg,  2 
Note-  The  only  game  lost,  that  to  Edinburg,  was 
later  forfeited  to  Tech  due  to  the  ineligibility  of 
an  Edinburg  player. 


What's  the  Use? 
He  hit  the  line  for  eighteen  yards 

And  he  was  blithe  and  gay, 
In  all  his  life  he  had  not  seen 

So  bright  and  fair  a  day. 
And  then  a  heartless  referee 

Took  all  his  joy  away, 
Because  some  bonehead  in  the  line 

Had  pulled  an  offside  play. 


Track  team  1921 


Last    Year's  Track    Medal   Winners 

Who  went  to  Franklin;  we  did,  and  why? 

By  the  wonderful  work  of  our  track  team 
and  individual  members  we  were  given  the 
right  to  be  represented  at  the  State  Track  meet 
at  Franklin,  last  June.  With  much  pep  and 
enthusiasm  we  watched  our  representatives 
do  their  utmos't  for  their  school. 

Was  all  this  vim  and  excitement  wasted? 

I  should  say  not;  we  were  paid  back  in  fine 
style  by  the  admirable  work  of  our  gold  medal 
winners. 

Who  were  they? 

In  case  you  have  forgotten  I  wish  to  again 
impress  it  on  your  mind.  Jack  Velsey  showed 
his  athletic  ability  by  jumping  the  high  hurdles 
thus  carrying  off  all  honors  on  this  type  of 
track  work.  Glen  Gray  whom  everybody 
knows  and  feels  equally  proud  of,  tied  the 
state  record  for  the  220  yd.  dash,  and  took 
first  on  the  100  yd.  dash,  thus  receiving  two 
gold  medals  for  the  events  mentioned  above 
and  another  for  being  high  point  man. 

English  History  puzzles  me; 

I  never  could  see  why 
That  after  all  the  many  reigns 

It  still  should  be  so  dry. 

-The  "J." 


1 92 1  Track  Season 

Last  spring's  track  season  was  a  very  favor- 
able one  from  Tech's  stand-point.  Our  thinly 
clads  took  second  place  in  the  Franklin  in- 
vitational meet  and  second  place  in  the  section- 
al and  state  meets  besides  winning  over 
Fairmount  Academy  in  a  dual  meet. 

Gray,  Velsey,  Carlisle,  Lewis,  Wiedenhorn, 
Graham  and  Gross  were  the  most  consistent 
performers  on  the  team.  Glenn  Gray  kept  up 
his  splendid  dash  work,  winning  the  hundred 
and  two-twenty  yard  dashes  in  every  meet  he 
entered  except  the  national  meet  at  Chicago 
where  he  placed  fifth  in  the  two-twenty. 
Jack  Velsey  showed  the  way  to  all  of  them  in 
the  hurdles.  Our  relay  team  also  did  some 
good  work,  beating  the  state  record  on  one 
occasion. 

Dedicated   to  Jack  Velsey 

He  used  to  be  a  clever  youth 
His  brain  was  strong  and  well 
But  now  he  plays  with  paper  dolls 
In  yonder  padded  cell. 
A  fellow  is  lost  beyond  all  hope 
Who  tries  to  figure  football  dope. 


Poor  little  piggie,  don't  you   cry 
You'll  be  a  football,  by  and  by. 
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Our  Heroes 


Here's  to  Nipper — our  quarterback, 

Who  is  always  ready  to  take  a  crack 

At  any  football  line. 

He  can  tear  through  the  line  on  center  rush 

Or  clear  the  end  ten  yards  for  us 

No  matter  if  his  team  is  behind. 

Here's  to  Mills — Nip's  substitute, 

Who  always  looks  so  very  cute 

In  his  football  suit. 

His  passes  must  be  figured  on, 

For  they  are  accurate,  seldom  wrong 

And  usually  boost  our  score  along. 

Here's  to  Mulholland — our  faithful  guard, 

Who  always  works  so  very  hard 

In  every  football  game. 

He's  ever  there,  right  in  the  line, 

To  stop  them  at  the  crucial  time 

And  thus  makes  us  feel  fine. 

Here's  to  Hungate — our  strongest  tackle, 
Who  hits  the  line, (like  Ruth  smacks  the  apple) 
In  all  our  football  games. 
Besides  playing  tackle  he  also  plays  full, 
And  makes  his  rushes  like  an  angry  bull 
Against  the  enemy  line. 

Here's  to  Woolgar — our  snappy  left  end, 

Who  generally  pulls  the  passes  in 

With  true  football  form. 

He  loves  to  slide  on  a  muddy  field, 

Or  make  long  runs,  like  he  did  against  Steele, 

So  the  name  of  Tech  will  remain. 

Here's  to  Zollner — our  accurate  center, 

Who's    motto   is    this — "Tear   their   line    into 

splinters 
And  carry  the  football  over." 
He  sends  the  ball  to  the  quarter's  hands 
Then  against  their  line  he  makes  a  stand 
To  keep  them  from  getting  through. 

Here's  to  Wilson — our  shifty  left  guard, 

Who  is  an  athlete  that  always  stars 

In  any  Tech  game. 

In  football,  he  does  his  part  and  a  little  more, 

You'll  also  find  him  on  the  basketball  floor, 

And  in  all  of  our  other  sports. 

Here's  to  Graham — our  playing  right  half, 

Who  never  fails  to  make  a  gap 

In  any  football  line. 

He  hits  their  line  so  terribly  hard 

That  he  seldom  fails  to  make  ten  yards 

And  sometimes  even  more. 


Here's  to  Baldwin — our  reliable  full  back, 

Who  in  punch,  power  and  pep  never  does  lack 

In  all  our  football  games. 

He  does  his  best  in  every  game 

And  plays  just  as  well  in  sunshine  or  rain, 

Whether  we  have  made  a  loss  or  a  gain. 

Here's  to  Aspinal — our  steady  right-end, 
WTho  played  just  as  well  in  mud  to  his  shins, 
In  our  city  football  games. 
He  dove  in  the  water  to  receive  the  ball, 
Not  even  noticing  the  jarring  fall 
Thinking  only  of  Tech,  and  students  all. 

Here's  to  Baden — our  trusty  left  tackle, 

Who   plays   like   a     veteran,    and    never  gets 

rattled 
In  any  football  game. 
He's  always  there  to  get  his  man 
And  do  the  best  he  possibly  can 
So  Tech  will  win  the  day. 

Here's  to  Unger — our  latest  guard, 

Who  keeps  them  from  making  any  yards 

Through  our  football  line. 

He  only  played  in  our  last  games, 

But  showed  what  he  could  do  just  the  same 

By  holding  them  from  making  gains. 

Here's  to  Geiger — our  fighting  left  half, 

Who   carries   the   ball   with   a   pent-up   wrath 

For  the  opposite  football  players. 

Just  at  the  time  when  we  need  first  down 

He  is  sure  to  cover  the  necessary  ground 

So  our  team  won't  lose  the  ball. 

Here's  to  the  Substitutes — our  faithful  friends, 
Who  played  against  the  first  teams  again  and 

again, 
In  their  daily  football  practice. 
We  owe  them  our  honor  and  highest  respect, 
For  the  work  they  have  done,  for  dear  old  Tech 
And  the  success  of  the  first  team. 

Here's  to  the  Team — and  players  all 
Who  run — kick — pose  or  crawl 
To  win  the  football  game. 
They're  in  there  fighting  to  the  last. 
If  they  get  hurt  they  only  laugh 
And  come  right  back  for  more. 

And   here's  to  the   Coach — last  but   not  least 
Who  did  his  best,  in  victory  or  defeat, 
To  train  our  football  boys. 
Seldom  was  he  openly  praised 
For  in  the  heat  of  the  battle  and  exciting  play 
W'e   forgot   the   man   who   coached   them   day 
after  day.  Arthur  Hunt 


««^      : 


«fc46..«^- 


Football  Men  1921 


Football  Stars  of  '21 
Woolgar,  left  end:  Bob  made  his  second  and 
last  year  of  football  at  Tech  a  brilliant  one. 
His  favorite  pastime  consisted  largely  in 
snagging  passes,  breaking  up  would-be  end 
runs,  and  getting  down  the  field  under  punts 
to  nail  the  receiver  before  he  got  started.  Bob 
will  be  remembered  for  many  years  by  Tech 
fans. 

Baden,  left  tackle:  Very  little  ground  was 
gained  by  opposing  teams  through  the  ter- 
ritory of  this  fighting  tackle.  He  seldom  failed 
to  break  through  the  line  to  make  a  hole  for 
the  backfield. 

Garrison,  left  guard:  Now  we  are  talking 
about  one  of  the  hardest  fighters  on  the  team. 
He  would  try  to  make  a  hole  in  a  stone  wall  if 
called  upon  to  do  so.  Opposing  teams  earned 
every  inch  they  gained  through  Garrison's 
territory. 

Zollner,  center:  Zollner  has  earned  a  place  in 
the  Tech  Hall  of  Fame  by  his  splendid  work  at 
center.  His  accurate  passing  has  been  re- 
sponsible for  many  Tech  gains.  Ed.  never  quit 
fighting  until  the  final  whistle  and  often  wonder- 
ed why  opposing  linesmen  tried  to  brush  him 
aside. 

Mulholland,  right  guard:  Mulholland  was 
the  biggest  man  on  the  team  and  many  players 
who  tried  to  get  him  went  home  with  the  im- 
pression that  he  was  several  times  larger  than 
he  appeared  to  be. 


Wilson,  right  tackle:  Wilson  was  an  ag- 
gressive player  who  could  be  depended  upon  to 
make  a  hole  for  the  backfield,  and  to  get 
through  the  line  and  break  up  the  opposing 
team's  plays. 

Aspinal  and  Hay,  ends:  These  two  players, 
alternating  at  right  end,  always  gave  a  good 
account  of  themselves.  They  seldom  failed  to 
break  up  an  end  run  or  to  keep  their  men  busy. 
They  gained  many  yards  for  our  team  by 
snagging  forward  passes.  These  two  players 
also  showed  speed  in  getting  down  the  field 
under  punts. 

Mills  and  Lewis,  quarterbacks:  These  two 
midget  field  generals  distinguished  them- 
selves many  times.  They  could  always  be  de- 
pended upon  to  know  the  strength  of  their  team 
and  the  weaknesses  of  the  opposing  team.  If 
one  was  hurt  the  other  was  always  ready  to 
take  up  the  good  work  and  to  keep  the  team 
fighting  to  the  last  whistle.  Both  showed 
extraordinary  speed  in  running  back  punts. 

Geiger,  left  half:  A  consistent  ground  gainer 
was  Joe  Geiger,  whether  through  the  line  or 
around  the  end.  He  got  up  speed  in  a  hurry 
and  was  a  hard  man  to  stop.  Joe  earned  all 
kinds  of  glory  for  himself  in  the  Male  High 
game. 

Graham  and  Baldwin," halfbacks:  Either  of 
this  pair  of  speedy  and  elusive  backfield  men 
was  hard  to  stop.  Many  opposing  players 
who  tried  to  tackle  either  of  these  missed  their 
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mark  completely  and  grasped  the  ground  in  a 
hard  embrace.  Graham,  who  was  unable  to 
play  at  the  first  of  the  season,  gained  plenty  of 
laurels  when  he  got  started. 

Harvey,  halfback.  This  halfback  furnished 
many  thrills  for  the  spectators  in  the  first 
game  of  the  season  by  his  long  and  spectacular 
runs.  Harvey  hit  the  line  hard,  and  it  was  no 
easy  job  to  stop  him. 

Hungate,  captain,  fullback  and  tackle: 
Harry  Hungate  was  the  most  aggressive  player 
on  the  team.  At  tackle,  he  seldom  failed  to 
break  through  the  opposing  team's  line  and  was 
like  a  stone  wall  on  defence.  At  fullback,  he 
hit  the  line  with  the  force  of  a  steam  roller 
and  with  about  the  same  result.  A  better 
leader  for  the  team  could  hardly  have  been 
chosen.     Tech  will  never  forget  him. 

Nipper,  quarterback:  On  account  of  a  broken 
hand,  Bob  was  able  to  get  into  only  one  game 
of  the  season;  that  with  Manual.  In  this 
game,  Nipper  gained  glory  and  fame  enough 
for  the  whole  season.  His  generalship  was 
exceptionally  good,  his  punts  beat  by  far  any- 
thing that  Manual  had  to  offer,  and  he  played 
a  whale  of  a  game  on  both  offense  and  defense. 
Bob  is  a  senior  and  is  now  "gone  but  not  for- 
gotten" as  far  as  football  is  concerned. 

Nicewander,  tackle:  If  anything  went  wrong 
in  the  line,  Nicewander  went  in  to  make  things 
right.  He  could  be  depended  upon  to  stop  up 
the  holes  in  the  line  and  to  turn  the  tide  if  the 
tide  could  be  turned. 

Unger,  guard:  Playing  at  guard  in  the  Male 
High  game,  Unger  proved  a  sensation,  he  re- 
peatedly broke  through  the  line  and  broke  up 
Louisville  plays.  He  so  discouraged  attempts 
to  gain  ground  through  his  territory  that  the 
Louisville  quarterback  stopped  sending  plays 
at  him,  but  "Pax"  got  through  and  broke  'em 
up,  anyhow;  Unger,  also,  did  some  good  work 
in  the  Steele  game. 

The  football  season  is  now  over  but  it  is  not 
too  late  to  give  these  boys  the  praise  that  is 
due  them;  instead,  it  is  the  proper  time.  Now 
that  they  are  through  for  the  season,  they  should 
not  be  made  to  think  that  their  hard  work  has 
gone  unrecognized,  but,  since  they  have  no 
more  games  to  worry  about,  they  should  be 
made  to  feel  our  unbounded  gratitude  for  the 
constant  efforts  which  they  have  given  to  the 
now  closed  season  of  1921.  A.  H. 

Score 

Football  Enthusiast  (as  first  opponent  is  carted 
off  the  field):  One  down,  ten  to  go! 

- — Exchange 


The   Green   and    Red 

Then  it  was  condescended  that  the  rival 
encounter  be  on  Thursday  instead  of  Friday. 
Both  bands  came  with  howling  hosts  and  both 
prevailed  a  steady  din  from  their  arrival  to 
their  departure.  And  when  the  team  of  the 
Green  and  the  team  of  the  Red  appeared  on  the 
field  the  noise  became  a  deafening  roar. 

Right  soon  came  a  referee  into  the  field  and 
blew  a  whistle  for  the  commencement  of  the 
jousting.  And  when  the  hosts  of  both  parties 
heard  the  whistle  they  shouted  grimly  and 
encouraged  the  players.  And  so  the  Red 
kicked  the  ball  and  both  teams  dressed  them 
together.  And  the  big  Green  team  started  a 
grim  and  steady  march  for  the  distant  goal  line. 
Bob  Nipper  went  throughout  the  ranks  of 
Reichle  many  times  and  did  full  nobly  as  a 
dauntless  leader  should. 

And  the  battering  of  the  Green  slowly  rushed 
the  reeling  Red  to  within  inches  of  the  goal. 
Here  the  hosts  of  the  Red  braced  and  pushed 
back  the  onslaughts  of  the  Green.  An  erring 
forward  pass  fell  into  the  arms  of  a  Red  player 
who  started  with  all  his  might  toward  the 
Tech  goal  line.  Again  Nipper  thwarted  his 
aims  and  after  diving  over  another  Red 
player  who  would  fain  have  knocked  him  to 
the  ground,  he  tackled  fiercely  and  thus  saved 
the  Tech  goal. 

And  the  Reds  were  powerless  before  the 
Green  forward  wall  and  deemed  that  they 
should  punt.  Thus  Tech  again  gained  the 
ball  and  started  another  march  toward  the 
goal  line.  And  so  once  again  the  Red  team 
was  pushed  back  to  its  goal  line  only  to  fight 
back  and  regain  the  ball  and  punt  it  out  of 
danger.  And  the  Manualites,  although  out- 
played, were  not  outfought  and  retaliated 
every  Tech  assault  made.  And  thus  the  half- 
time  ended  without  either  team  having  tasted 
blood. 

At  the  renewal  of  the  game  the  Green  clad 
clan  began  a  battering  onslaught  on  the  Red 
hosts  but  each  time  they  were  thwarted  within 
the  shadow  of  the  goal.  And  thus  the  time 
has  gone.  Not  very  much  longer  would 
we  gladiators  clash;  soon  the  game  would  be 
ended.  Then,  the  big  Green  team  made  one 
last  and  desperate  thrust  at  the  goal  and 
attempted  to  hurl  the  Red  hosts  back  by  an 
aerial  attack.  But  the  battle  ended  without 
a  score  for  the  boutty  of  the  Green  could  not 
overcome  the  lets  of  the  Red  and  both  hosts 
departed  with  thirsts  unquenched  and  score 
unsettled. 

Arthur  Meehan. 
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Our   Football   Scores 
The  football  season  of  1921  saw  Tech  play 
eight  games;  of  this  number  two  games  were 
won,  two  tied,  and  four  were  lost. 

The  following  scores  were  made: 
Tech  19  Greenfield  6 

Tech  13  Newcastle  0 

Tech  13  Elwood  14 

Tech    0  Sheridan  26 

Tech    0  Shortridge  0 

Tech    0  Manual  0 

Tech    0  Louisville  Male      7 

Tech  13  Steele  of  Dayton  49 


58 


102 


Tech-Shortridge 

Two  high  schools  of  one  town  were  we, 
We  had  always  been  noted  for  enmity 
And  our    football    teams    were   our    joy    and 

pride, 
Forever  the  fame  of  them  will  abide. 
For  the  teams  were  fair  to  see. 
Twice  our  team  had  been  beaten  this  year 
And  to  many  it  seemed  that  defeat  was  near, 
But    we  did  not  care  about  the  rest, 
The  Shortridge  game  was  the  one  big  test. 
For  their  team  was  fair  to  see. 
Both  schools  were  there  the  sword  to  wield, 
They  completely  surrounded  the   Irwin  field. 
When     their   team  appeared    they  made    one 

grand  roar, 
They    were  sure  of  winning   by  a  great    big 

score. 
For  their  team  was  fair  to  see. 
Back  and  forth  o'er  the  field  they  sped, 
First  one  team,  then  the  other  led; 
Our  boys  were  there  with  the  rush  and  smash 
And  though  for  ourselves  we  can  say  no  more, 
Than  that  neither  team  made  any   score 
We  have  let  them  know  that  we  had  the  stuff, 
To  hold  them  down   and  that  was  enough. 
Oh!  the  game  was   great  to  see.  Helen  Polk. 


Golf 

The  semi-annual  golf  tournament  which 
occurred  this  fall  was  won  by  Leonard  Smutte. 
About  sixteen  boys  entered.  No  prize  was 
awarded,  but  the  winner  holds  the  honor  of 
being  the  best  golfer  in  our  student  body. 
The  contestants  played  off  very  slowly,  start- 
ing in  October,  and  not  being  finished  until 
December.  It  is  hoped  that  a  large  field  will 
enter  the  coming  tournament  which  will  oc- 
cur sometime  in  April  or  May.  It  is  understood 
that  a  prize  may  be  offered  for  the  spring  tour- 
ney, but  its  exact  nature  is  not  known. 


Football   Season  of   1921 

On  September  twelfth,  Coach  Burgess  issued 
the  first  call  for  football  candidates.  About 
two  hundred  boys  turned  out  and  about 
seventy-five  of  these  received  suits.  The  squad 
was  cut  down  to  a  less  cumbersome  size  as  soon 
as  it  was  possible  to  get  a  line  on  the  candi- 
dates. Coach  Burgess,  assisted  by  coaches 
Kingsoliver,  Cleveland,  Chenowith,  Slater, 
and  Lampert,  worked  the  squad  hard  in  pre- 
paration for  the  opening  game. 

In  the  practice  that  followed,  Robert  Nipper, 
Captain  and  star  halfback  of  last  year's  eleven, 
received  a  broken  hand  and  was  made  unfit  to 
participate  in  the  early  games  of  the  season. 
Brewer  Graham,  another  star  performer  of 
last  year's  team,  received  some  broken  ribs. 
On  September  twenty-third,  our  team  gained 
a  victory  over  Greenfield  on  our  new  field  by  the 
advantage  going  to  Tech  by  their  ability 
to  stand  up  in  the  mud. 

We  won  our  second  game  of  the  season  from 
the  strong  Newcastle  eleven  on  our  own  muddy 
field  by  a  13  to  6  score. 

Our  team  met  its  first  defeat  of  the  season  at 
the  hands  of  Elwood  on  their  field  by  the  close 
score  of  14  to  13.  Both  of  our  touchdowns  were 
results  of  forward  passes.  Mud  also  featured 
this  game. 

The  strong  Sheridan  eleven  furnished  the 
opposition  for  the  afternoon  of  October  fifteen- 
th, and  they  furnished  plenty  of  it.  Result: 
Sheridan  26,  Tech  0.  Our  defeat  may  be  laid 
to  the  fact  that  our  boys  were  not  used  to 
playing  on  a  dry  field. 

On  Thursday,  September  twenty-seventh, 
came  our  second  annual  football  scrap,  with 
Shortridge  at  Irwin  field.  Rain  fell  during  part 
of  the  game  making  the  already  muddy  field 
worse  than  ever.  The  teams  battled  back  and 
forth  for  the  full  four  periods  with  neither  team 
scoring. 

Our  second  annual  mix-up  with  Manual 
came  on  November  tenth  at  Irwin  field. 
The  result  was  another  scoreless  tie.  Tech  out- 
played the  Red  and  White  warriors  for  the 
whole  game  but  lacked  the  punch  necessary  to 
carry  the  ball  the  last  few  yards  to  victory. 
Male  High  School,  the  champions  of  Ken- 
tucky furnished  the  opposition  for  the  last 
home  game  of  the  season.  Our  team,  playing 
against  great  odds,  fought  them  to  a  stand- 
still and  weakened  only  long  enough  to  allow 
them  to  make  one  touchdown  and  kick  goal. 
Our  team  dropped  the  final  game  of  the 
season  to  the  strong  Steele  High  team  at  Day- 
ton, by  a  score  of  49  to  13. 
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Basketball   Prospects 

Schetters  is  playing  his  last  year  at  Tech, 
and  he  is  going  big.  In  every  game  he  disting- 
uishes himself  by  his  fast  floor  work.  He  is  the 
oldest  man  on  the  team  and  when  the  going  is 
getting  hard,  then  Schetters  gets  the  team's 
spirit  back  by  some  clever  work  and  away  we 
go  the  upward  way. 

Scott  is  also  playing  his  last  year  at  Tech, 
and  he  shows  himself  off  by  his  fast,  clever 
dribbling  and  shooting,  Many  times  during 
the  past  few  months  Scott  has  dribbled  down 
the  floor  to  have  the  score  keeper  mark  up 
two  more  points  for  Tech. 

Jolley  has  one  more  season  to  play  basket- 
ball at  Tech  and  from  his  performances  now  he 
is  certainly  doomed  to  go  to  two  state  meets  for 
Tech.  He  is  speedy,  and  brainy,  and  is  always 
a  menace  to  opposing  men,  for  he  either  breaks 
up  their  game,  or  stops  their  star  dribbles. 

Gorden  is  a  Freshman  and,  oh  Boy!  what  a 
whale  of  a  player  for  a  freshman.  Many  times 
he  has  found  the  old  basket  for  one  point  from 
the  foul  line.  Then  too,  if  Gorden  keeps  up 
his  good  playing  he  will  certainly  make  the 
All-State  team,  when  he  becomes  a  Junior  or 
Senior.  All  of  us  also  hope  to  see  him  on  a  Tech 
team  that  not  only  cops  the  sectional  but  also 
the  state  meet. 

Jessup  has  one  more  season  to  play  basket- 
ball, and,  from  present  indications,  it  looks  as 
though  he  will  go  to  a  state  meet  next  year. 
Though  Jessup  has  been  ill  quite  a  great  deal 
the  last  two  months,  yet,  when  he  has  played  he 
has  shown  that  he  has  the  makings  of  a  star  in 
him. 

Vandiver  who  is  playing  his  second  year  here 
at  Tech  has  two  more  seasons  to  play  for  us — 
then  too — he  has  a  good  example  ahead  of  him, 
that  of  "  Fuzzy  "  Vandiver,  the  star  of  Franklin. 
He,  the  "Techonian,"  is  a  fast  roving  floor 
guard.  When  one  wishes  to  see  Vandiver 
he  looks  for  the  fastest  man  on  the  floor 
and  that  is  he.  He  is  ever  in  the  midst  of  the 
fray  and  with  such  a  valuable  player  as  he, 
left  for  next  season,  Tech's  prospects  for  a  won- 
der team  are  very  good. 

Carter  has  one  more  year  at  Tech  so  when  a 
center  or  forward  is  injured  Black  need  not 
worry  about  an  able  person  to  take  his  place, 
for  Carter  is  capable  of  handling  either  position. 
He  is  a  player  of  allround  ability  and  his  eagle 
eye  for  the  basket  naturally  helps  dishearten 
opponents. 

Smith,  a  Junior,  has  one  more  season  of 
basketball  at  Tech  and  with  such  good  coaching 
as  Black  can  give,  he  will  certainly  tear  things 
up  next  year.     He  will  play,  next  season,  with 


five  men  left  from  this  season's  fast  and  speedy 
five. 

This  is  a  summary  of  all  of  Tech's  players. 
Though  they  are  small  they  are  fast,  and  they 
are  always  at  the  right  place  at  the  right 
time.  We  hope  to  see  you  do  bigger  things  this 
year  than  you  have  ever  done  before,  team. 

Good  Luck! 


Our  Freshman  Team 

The  second  year  of  Tech's  football  history 
marked  the  organization  of  our  first  freshman 
team.  The  purpose  of  this  team  is  to  train  the 
freshmen  to  take  their  place  on  the  regular 
squad  in  their  second  year.  Under  Coach 
Cleveland  the  squad  worked  out  in  the  morning 
before  their  programs  began.  They  made 
good  progress  in  learning  the  game. 

The  team  played  one  game  with  the  Manual 
freshmen.  Our  first  year  men  gave  the  Man- 
ualites  a  good  trouncing  and  walked  off  with 
a  21  to  6  victory.  The  punting  of  Gordon,  and 
the  diving  and  running  of  Johnson  featured 
the  game.  Clift  showed  especially  well; 
Travis,  also,  did  some  good  work. 

The  team  will  undoubtedly  be  a  good  train- 
ing school  for  the  state  squad  and  will  develop 
many  stars. 


Tech's  proud  of  all  her  football  boys, 

And  basketball,    and  so  on, 
But  when  it  comes  to  making  noise 

We've  got  Bob  Drake  to  go  on! 
When  it  comes  to  pep,  and  downright  steam 

Yell  leaders  can't  be  beat. 
Nine  big  ones,  folks,  for  our  lads  in  green! 

Let's  sweep  'em  off  their  feet! 
Z-Z-Z  Boom! 
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These  Jokes 

If  some  folks  think  these  jokes  are  poor, 
They'd  straightway  change  their  views, 

If  they'd  compare  the  ones  we  print 
With  the  ones  we  do  not  use. 

Some  American  tourists  were  viewing  the 
crater  of  a  smoking  volcano.  "Say,  that  looks 
just  like  the  infernal  regions,"  remarked  one 
of  them.  "Oh!"  exclaimed  a  Frenchman  in 
the  party,  admiringly,  "zose  Americains! 
where  have  zey  not  been?"  — Nuggets. 


"Ever  have  any  accidents?"  asked  the  in- 
surance man  of  the  lanky  westerner  who  had 
put  in  an  application  for  a  policy. 

"Nope."  Then  he  added  as  an  after- 
thought, "Got  a  couple  o'  rattlesnake  bites, 
though." 

"Great  Scott,  man!  Don't  you  call  those 
accidents?" 

"No,  sir.    They  bit  me  on  purpose." 

— Awgwan. 

Silly:     My  uncle  is  an  English  peer. 
Milly:      That's    nothing,    my    father    is    an 
American  Doc.  — Exchange 

ooooo 

A  chemistry  student  named  Duff 
Was  mixing  a  compound  of  stuff, 

Dropped  a  match  in  the  vial 

And  after  a  while 
They  found  a  shoestring  and  a  cuff. 


^>o<s>-oo 


-The  "J." 


"Do  you  know  that  fellow  over  there?" 
"Yes,  he  sleeps  next  me  in  English." 


Jones:    Every  time  we  have  a     breakdown, 
I  get  my  wife  to  keep  saying  Auto,  Auto,  Auto. 
Smith:    Yes? 
Jones:    And  what  she  says,  goes. 

The  little  girl  (returned  from  her  first 
party) :  Mother,  I  did  what  you  told  me.  I  took 
cake  the  first  time;  the  second  time  it  was 
offered  to  me  I  said,  'No  thank  you.'  But 
they  came  a  third  time,  and  you  never  told 
me    what  to  do. 

Her  anxious  Mother:  And  what  did  you  do, 
dear? 

The  little  Girl:  Oh,  I  just  said  what  father 
does  when  you  coax  him  to  eat  Grape  Nuts  for 
bre?kfast  "Take  the   darn  stuff  away." 


Inadequate   Instructions 

Caller:    Nellie,  is  your  mother  in? 
Nellie:    No,  mother  is  out  shopping. 
Caller:    When  will  she  be  in? 
Nellie  (loudly):    Mother,  what  must 


say 


— Exchange 

Junior:  I  was  born  on  the  same  day 
McKinley     died. 

Soph:  Well,  they  say  misfortunes  never 
come  singly. 

She  stood  before  the  mirror, 

With  her  eyes  closed  very  tight, 

Trying  to  see  how  she  looked 
When  fast  asleep  at  night. 

— Exchange. 


Umpire  at  ball  game:     Foul. 
Smart  Freshie:    I  didn't  see  any  feathers. 
Capt.  Bob:    This  is  a  picked  team,  you  goose. 
— Exchange 


Two  little  kids  were  in  swimming.  One 
thrashed  wildly,  but  made  little  progress. 

"Hey,  Jimmie,"  shouted  the  other,  "keep 
yer  fingers  together  when  ye're  swimmin'.  Ye 
wouldn't  eat  soup  wit'  a  fork,  would  ye?" 


Under  the  arc  light  blaze, 

He  promised  he  would  meet  her 
But  she  eloped  with  A.  Rascal  Base 

And  her  name  is  now  Salt  Peter. 


"But  Tommy,   didn't  your 'conscience   tell 
you,  you  were  doing  wrong?" 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  believe  everything  Uhear." 


She:   I  just  dote  on  Browning. 
He:  Yep,  I  always  tan   too. 


Teacher:  WThy  don't  you'answer'my  quest- 
ion? 

Irma:    I  did  answer  it.     I  nodded  my  head. 

Teacher:  Yes,  I  heard  it  rattle,  but  I  didn't 
know  whether  it  was  up  and  down  or  from  side 
to  side.  — Exchange 

oooo«> 

When 

When  ice  cream  grows  on  macaroni  trees, 

And  Sahara  sands  are  muddy; 
When  cats  and  dogs  wear  overshoes 

That's  the  time  I'll  like  to  study. 

— Exchange. 
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The  Wily  Mouse 

"Ha!  Ha!  You  can't  fool  me!  I've  seen 
a    mouse-trap    before."  — Tech 

Fipps:  Say,  I  think  Miss  Finley's  eyesight 
must  be  bad. 

Joe:    Why? 

Fipps:  Well,  when  I  was  in  the  office  yes- 
terday, she  asked  me  about  five  times  where 
my  hat  was.  And  it  was  on  my  head  all  the 
time. 


I  thought  it  mushroom  when  I  found 

It  in  the  woods  forsaken, 
But  since  I  sleep  beneath  this  mound 

I  must  have  been  mistaken! 

—The  "J." 

"Well,  my  boy,  any  college  debts?" 
"Nothing  sir,  but  what  with  stern  self-de- 
nial, diligence  and  economy  you  will  be  able  to 
pay." 


Reporter:  It  is  said  that  yourself  and  your 
comrade,  Mooney,  were  caim  and  collected 
after  the  dynamite  explosion  at  the  quarry. 

O'Toole:  Well,  it  was  like  this:  I  was  calm 
and  Mooney  was  collected. 

— Exchange 


Mrs.  Bikle:  What  are  you  selling  straw- 
berries   for    today? 

Peddler:  Because  I  haff  a  wife  and  ten 
children,  lady. 

A  first  grader  had  painted  a  picture  of  a  dog. 
He  had  painted  it  red. 

"What  made  you  paint  that  dog  red, 
Johnny?     What  kind  of  a  dog  is  that?" 

"A  blood-hound,  mamma."     — Exchange 

"Oh,"  gushed  Mrs.  Brown,  "Our  new 
minister  is  just  wonderful!  He  brings  things 
home  to  you  that  you  never  saw  before." 

Mrs.  Green  sniffed,  "Huh!  I've  got  a 
laundryman  that  does  the  same  thing." 

■ — Nuggets. 


Stunning   Retort 

When  the  woman  motorist  was  called  to  a 
stop  she  asked  indignantly,  "What  do  you 
want  with   me?" 

"You  are  traveling  at  forty  miles  an  hour," 
answered   the   police   officer. 

"Forty  miles  an  hour?  Why,  I  haven't 
been  out  an  hour,"  answered  the  woman. 

"Go  ahead,"  said  the  officer,  "That's  a 
new    one    on    me." 

Teacher:  "So  you  admit  the  unfortunate 
lad  was  carried  to  the  pump  and  there  drenched 
with  water?  Now,  what  part  did  you  take  in 
this  disgraceful  affair?" 

Jones,  meekly:    "The  left  leg,  sir." 

Bore:     Passed  your  house  last  night. 
Grouch:    Thanks! 

ooooo 

Why   I  Can't  Study 

The  guy  above  is  a  cornetist, 
The  sap  below  is  a  victrolist. 
The  boob  across  is  a  pianist, 
The  rube  next  door  is  a  soloist, 
My  roommate  is  a  linguist, 
My  cousin's  a  ukelelist, 
The  landlord    is  a  mandolinist, 
They  have  made  me  a  pessimist. 

Ex. 


Caller:    What  do  you   charge,   doctor? 
Doctor:    Two  dollars  for  a  minimum. 
Caller:    And  how  much  for  a  stomach-ache? 

WThy  do  we  set  a  barrel  out  to  catch  soft 
water  when  it's  raining  hard? 

— Exchange. 

Teacher:    What  does  invariable  mean? 
Curt:    Without  change. 
Teacher:    Illustrate  in  a  sentence. 
Curt:    I  am  always  invariable. 

"I'm  an  I.  W.  W." 

"Yep!     Ignorance  Within  and  Without." 


Several  members  of  a  woman's  club  were 
chatting  with  a  little  daughter  of  their  hostess. 

"I  suppose  you  are  a  great  help  to  your 
mamma,"  said  one. 

"Oh,  yes,"  replied  the  little  miss,  "and  so 
is  Ethel,  but  it's  my  turn  to  count  the  spoons 
today  after  the  company  is  gone." 

— Boston  Transcript. 
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An  Air  of  Breeding 

Lady  (inspecting  puppy):      Is  he  well  bred? 

Peddler:  Say,  lady,  if  any  o'  your  neighbors 
has  a  dog  ye'd  like  to  see  snubbed,  this  dog  will 
do  the  job  for  youse.  — Exchange 


The  Grammar  school  principal  went  from 
room  to  room  explaining  what  to  do  in  case  of 
fire.  The  pupils  listened  with  respectful 
attention,  until  he  came  to  final  instructions, 
then  smiles  and  giggles  disturbed  the  princi- 
pal's   serenity. 

"Above  all  things,"  he  said,  "If  your  cloth- 
ing catches  fire,  remain  cool." 


"Is   this   a   second-hand   store?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Well,  I  want' one  for  my  watch. 


"Why  is  it  that  you  fat  fellows  are  always 
good-natured  ? " 

"We  have  to  be;  you  see,  we  can  neither 
fight  nor  run."  — Exchange 

Heard  in  the  Movies 

"Oh,  I  just  love  Carmen,"  said  a  lady. 
"Well,"  answered  the  little  Irish  lady  behind 
her.     "Oi  loike  policemen  better." 

Frances  Thorpe  in  5th  and  6th  hour  draw- 
ing class :     Oh  dear,  1  just  can't  make  eyes. 
<t>oooo 

Clerk  (at  Employment  Bureau):  Someone 
has  sent  for  a  yardman,  sir. 

Manager:  We  haven't  any  yardmen  at 
present. 

Clerk:  Then  shall  I  send  up  three  footmen, 
sir? 

o<s*<j-o<> 

A  Frenchman,  learning  English,  said  to  his 
tutor:  "English  is  a  queer  language.  What 
does  this  sentence  mean:  'Should  Mr.  Noble, 
who  sits  for  this  constituency,  consent  to  stand 
again  and  run  he  will  in  all  probability  have 
a  walkover?" 


Western  Paper:  The  measles  broke  out 
here  last  week,  but  Dave  Jobson,  the  town 
constable,    caught    'em. 


Memorable  George 

Billy:  Mamma,  George  Washington  must 
have  had  an  awful  good  memory,  didn't  he? 

Mother:     Why,  my  dear? 

Billy:  Because  everywhere  I  go  I  see  mon- 
uments to  his  memory. 

"Can  you  come  and  help  me  clean  house, 
Mandy?" 

"No'm;  can't  come.  I's  jined  de  sosciation 
ob  de  Folded  Hands." 

O00<5>0 

"Say,  Pa,"  Maurice  demanded,  "what  part 
of  the  body  is  the  vocabulary?" 

"Why,    Maurice?" 

"Oh,  the  teacher  said  Bob  had  a  large  voca- 
bulary  for   his    age."  — Exchange. 


Perhaps  these  jokes  are  stale,  but  smile  and 
laugh    like    fury; 

You  might  some  day  be  cast  in  jail,  and 
we'd  be  on  your  jury. 

A   Racial  Monopoly 

"Begorra,  Moike,  we  can't  go  down  that 
road." 

"And  why   not,   Pat?" 

"  Sure,  me  bye,  it  says  '  For  Pedestrians  Only ' 
an'  we  both  be  Oirishmen."         — Exchange 

"I  lost  my  dog  last  week." 

"Why  don't  you  advertise  for  him?" 

"My   dog  can't  read." 

— Exchange 

Waiter:  Yes  sir,  we're  very  up-to-date  here. 
Cook  everything  with  electricity. 

Customer:  Oh,  do  you?  Just  give  this 
steak   another   shock,    then!       — Exchange. 


:Our  old  mule  is  just  like  one  of  the  family. 
:I  bet  I  know  which  one." 


Jiggs:  Why  do  authors  always  speak  of  a 
smile  creeping  over  the  heroine's  face? 

Briggs:  Well,  maybe  they're  afraid  that  if 
it  moved  any  faster  it  might  kick  up  the  dust. 

"Why  do  you  wear  your  socks  wrong  side 
out?" 

"Because  there  is  a  hole  on  the  other  side." 
■^■<b»o<x>. 

Teacher:  Willie,  you  have  spelled  the  word 
"rabbit"  with  two  t's.  You  must  leave  one  out. 
Willie:     All  right.    Which  one? 
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Memories 

I  rose  to  give  the  dame  a  seat, 

I  could  not  let  her  stand; 
She  made  me  think  of  father 

With  that  strap  held  in  her  hand. 
ooooo 

Waiter:    What's  the  matter  sir,  wasn't  your 
egg  cooked   long  enough? 

Customer:     Yes,  but  not  soon  enough. 


ovl  sat  in  an  oaJ 

Ike  more  he  keard.'the  less  he  spoke, 
Ine  less    Ke  spoke,  -the  more  he  heard; 
\X4\q  cant  -we  all  be  like  this  vise  bird-: 
J 


Guide:     It  took  nearly  two  t'ousand  year  to 
build  dis   pyramid. 

Dear  old   lady:     I   can   quite   believe   you. 
Our  workmen  at  home  are  just  as  bad. 

— Exchange 


"What     does    'knows    no    bounds'     mean, 
Dad?" 

"A  kangaroo  with  rheumatism." 

— Exchange. 
ooooo 

Carry:     Why  did  the  king  tap  men  on  the 
head  when  he  knighted  them? 

Harry:    Perhaps  the  stars  made  the  knights 
more  realistic. 

ooooo 

"I'm  a  little  stiff  from  bowling." 
"Where  did  you  say  you  were  from?" 

— Exchange 
ooooo 

In  a  little  tailor  shop  on  Ogden  Street,  Phil- 
adelphia, hangs  the  sign: 

Fine  tailoring  of  All  Kinds 
Ladies  &  Gents 
Steamed  and  Sponged 
Pressed  and  altered. 


Sixteen    men    on    the    quarterback's    chest 
"Yo,  ho,  get  the  bottle  of  iodine." 
ooooo 

Bob  Ireland  went  before  the  judge  to  be 
naturalized. 

Judge:  Have  you  read  the  Declaration  of 
Independence? 

Bob:    I  have  not. 

Judge:  Have  you  read  the  Constitution  of 
the  United  States? 

Bob:    I  have  not. 

Judge:    Then  what  have  you  read? 

Bob  (inspired) :  I  have  a  red  shirt  with 
pearl  buttons.  — Exchange 

ooooo 

Warren  Fawcett,  while  waiting  in  a  con- 
fectionery store,  was  getting  impatient  at  the 
lack  of  service.  Finally  he  rapped  on  the 
counter  and  called,  "Hey,  there,  who  waits 
on  the  nuts?" 

The  fraction  leaned  over  and  touched  the 
whole  number  on  its  digit.  "Say,"  she  whis- 
pered, "is  my  numerator  on  straight?" 

— Exchange 
ooooo 

"Why  does  she  close  her  eyes  when  she 
sings  ?  " 

"Well,    you  know,  she  is  so  tender-hearted 
that  she  can't  bear  to  see  anyone  suffer." 
ooooo 

The  motor  car  of  today  is  a  splendid  example 
of  scientific  progress  and  yet  careless  pedes- 
trians are  continually  spoiling  its  delicate 
machinery  with  small  pieces  of  themselves. 

"Well,  Johnny,  how  did  you  like  your  first 
day   in    school?" 

"I  didn't  like  it  a  bit.  The  teacher  put  me 
on  a  chair  and  told  me  to  sit  there  for  the  pre- 
sent, and  I  sat  and  sat,  but  she  never  gave  me 
no  present."  — Nuggets. 

ooooo 

"Say,  can  you  tell  me  why  my  eyes  are  so 
weak?" 

"Sure!     They  are  in  a  weak  place." 
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She  Was  Cautious 

Alary,  the  cook,  had  decided  to  marry,  and 
she  was  announcing  the  coming  event  to  her 
mistress. 

"So  you  wish  leave  to  get  married,  Mary? 
I  hope  you  have  given  the  matter  serious 
consideration." 

"Oh,  I  have,  mum,  I  have  been  to  two  for- 
tune-tellers and  a  clairvoyant,  and  looked  in  a 
sign-book,  and  dreamed  on  a  lock  of  his  hair, 
and  have  been  to  one  of  them  asterologers,  and 
to  a  meajum,  and  they  all  tell  me  to  go  ahead, 
mum.  I  ain't  one  to  marry  reckless  like, 
mum." 

ooooo 

John:    May  I  sit  on  your  right  hand? 
Betty:     Oh,  you'd  better  take  a  chair. 

Teacher:  And  what  do  we  do  with  the  flesh 
of    the    whale? 

Pupil:     Eat  it. 

Teacher:  Oh,  do  we?  And  what  do  we  do 
with   the   bones? 

Pupil:     Put  'em  on  the  edge  of  the  plate. 
ooooo 

Big  man  in  audience  (turning  around): 
'  'Can't  you  see  anything?" 

Little  man  (pathetically):  "Can't  see  a 
streak  of  the  stage." 

Big  man  (sarcastically):  "Why  then,  I'll 
tell  you  what  to  do.  You  keep  your  eyes  on 
me  and  laugh  when  I  do." 

ooooo 

The  character  of  jazz  music  (?)  is  aptly 
illustrated  in  this  little  incident.  A  young 
couple  was  dining  at  a  cafe.  Suddenly  the 
young  man  rose  from  the  table,  saying,  "Shall 
we  dance.  Miss  Flopper?"  His  companion 
smiled,  and  replied:  "That  wasn't  the  orches- 
tra starting  up.  One  of  the  waiters  just  dropped 
a  tray  of  dishes." 

ooooo 

In  Ohio  they  tell  a  story  of  a  man  who 
brought,  for  entrance  into  a  college,  a  student, 
his  son,  for  whom  he  wished  a  shorter  course 
than  the  regular  one. 

"My  boy  can  never  take  all  that  in,"  said  he. 
"He  wants  to  get  through  quicker.  Can  you 
arrange  it?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  the  president.  "He  can 
take  a  short  course;  it  all  depends  on  what  you 
want  to  make  of  him.  When  God  wants  to 
make  an  oak  He  takes  a  hundred  years,  but 
He  takes  only  two  months  to  make  a  squash." 


How  it  Works 

"I  don't  see  why  mothers  can't  see  the 
faults  in  their  children,"  said  Mrs.  Kelly  to 
Mrs.  Boles. 

"Do  you  think  you  can?"    asked  Mrs.  Boles. 

"Why,  I  would  in  a  minute  if  my  children 
had  any!" 


Vic:    My  grandfather  died  at  96. 
Dick:    That's    nothing;     my    aunt    died    at 
140 — Main  street. 


"That  prisoner  looks    the    picture  of   dejec- 
tion." 

"Yes,  they  say  he  has  been  framed." 
ooooo 

Small  boy:    Pa,  the  whale  that  swallowed 
Jonah  was  the  original  profiteer,  wasn't  he? 
Father:    In  what  way,  my  son? 
Boy :    Didn't  he'grab  all  the  prophet  in  sight  ? 

Claude  L.:    Where  do  bugs  go  in  winter? 
Harvey  P.:    Search  me. 

— -Exchange 


:What    is    extraordinary    about    a    horse's 
ing?" 
;He  ( 
mouth." 


eating: 

"He  eats' best  when  he  hasn't  a  bit  in  his 


First  pupil:  Teacher  what  will  our  test 
cover? 

Second  pupil  (from  rear) :     Paper. 
ooooo 

Ham:  Do  you  know  the  name  that  is  given 
to  the  gentleman  who  attends  ladies'  tea 
parties  ? 

Burger:    No,  what  is  it? 

Ham:     Tee,  hee. 

ooooo 

The  man  in  the  rainbow  stockings  was  trying 
to  play  golf.  The  difficulty  was,  of  course, 
to  hit  the  ball.  It  was  so  much  easier  to  hit  the 
ground.  He  hit  that  every  time.  The  turf 
flew  in  all  directions.  Swish!  Swosh  !  Plop! 
More  excavations.  Something  was  wrong 
somewhere.  It  couldn't  be  his  stockings.  It 
must  be  the  links.  He  turned  helplessly  to 
his  opponent. 

"What  do  you  think  of  these  links?"  he 
exclaimed. 

"What  do  I  think  of  'em?"  gasped  his 
opponent,  wiping  a  bit  of  soil  from  his  lips. 
"Pouf.    Best  I  ever  tasted." 


W$t     &t£enal    Cannon 
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A  Mental  Test  For  A  General   Rise 

1.  When  was  the  war  of  1812? 

2.  From    what    province    of    France    was 
Joan  of  Arc  ? 

3.  Who  is  the  author  of  Macaulay's  history 
of  England? 

4.  What  two  countries  were  participants  in 
the  Spanish-American  War? 

5.  In  what  season  of  the  year  did  Wash- 
ington spend  the  winter  at  Valley  Forge? 

6.  Tell  about  the  Swiss  Navy. 


At  what  corner  of 
of    George   Rogers 


Mrs.  Wright  in  history: 
the  Circle  is  the  statue 
Clarke? 


A  customer  drifted  into  the  only  drug  store 
in  town  and  said: 

"Gimme  a  nickel's  worth  o'  assifittity." 

The  clerk  weighed  out  the  desired  amount  of 
the  odoriferous  substance,  wrapped  it  up  care- 
fully, and  handed  it  over  the  counter. 

"Charge  it,"  drawled  the  customer. 

"What's  the  name?"  inquired  the  clerk. 

"Honeyfunkel." 

"Oh,  heck,  take  it!  I  wouldn't  write  asafoe- 
tida  and  Honeyfunkel  for  five  cents." 

—Nuggets. 
ooooo 

Billy  considered  himself  far  too  manly  to 
demean  himself  by  playing  house  with  sister. 
One  Sunday  morning  when  he  wished  to  de- 
vote his  entire  time  to  the  comic  section  of  the 
newspaper  sister  teased  him  to  playhouse. 

"Do  play  with  her,  Billy,"  said    his  mother. 

"All  right,"  he  said,  "I'll  be  your  husband. 
and  here  is  where  I  disappear  behind  the  Sun- 
day paper  like  all  husbands  do." 

And  he  read  his  paper  in  peace. 


Too  Slow 

"Please,  sir,  mother  says  these  matches 
won't  strike!" 

From  behind  his  counter  the  grocer  looked 
down  on  the  child  with  the  air  of  an  insulted 
saint. 

"Won't  strike!"  he  said.  "Why,  look 
here."    And  he  struck  one  on  his  leg. 

The  child  departed  home  to  tell  his  mother 
of  the  mistake  she  had  made.  But  in  a  very 
short  time  he  was  back  in  the  store  with  the 
matches  which  he  laid  on  the  counter  with  an 
air  of  finality. 

"Mother  says  she  hasn't  got  time  to  come 
over  here  and  strike  these  matches  on  your 
pants!"  ■ — Nuggets. 

OOOOO 

Dumb:  My  uncle  knew  beforehand  when 
he  was  to  die. 

Dumber:  Is  that  so,  who  told  him,  a  ouija 
board? 

Dumb:    No,  the  judge. 

ooooo 

A  small  boy  describing  Noah's  life  in  the 
Ark,  wrote:  Then  one  morning  Noah  went 
out  fishing,  but  only  for  five  minutes. 

The  teacher  asked  why  he  had  put  the  time 
limitation. 

"  Cos  there  were  only  two  worms,"  was  the 
reply. 


Ashes 

Ashes  to  ashes, 

Dust  to  dust, 
If  the  kids  won't  take  'em  out, 

Father  must. 


3utograpJ)£ 
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